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HUMAN  COMETS.  Hugo  and  Mario  Zacchini  disappear  into  a  monster  can- 
non. A  flash.'-ra  crash.' — and  they  hurtle  into  distant  nets.  "Mario  and  I 
both  smoke  Camels,"  says  Hugo.  "Camels  keep  digestion  working  smoothly." 


FIRST  in  the  gruelling  Albany-New  York 
Outboard  Marathon!  Clayton  Bishop  says: 
"Camels  are  a  swell  aid  to  digestion." 


PEOPLE  CAN  MEET  TERRIFIC  STRAIN  -YET  ENJOY  GOOD  DIGESTION. 
SMOKERS  SPEAK  FROM  EXPERIENCE  WHEN  THEY  SAY- 


R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co..  Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 


MODERN  life  bombards  us  ail  with  a 
thousand  and  one  Httle  jars,  shocks,  and 
nervous  irritations.  The  strain  tells  on  diges- 
tion... slows  down  the  flow  of  digestive  fluids. 

And  it  is  to  Camels  that  one  naturally  turns 
to  put  more  enjoyment  into  eating.  As  you 
enjoy  your  Camels  at  mealtime,  the  flow  of 
digestive  fluids  speeds  up  . . .  alkalinity  is  in- 
creased. You  feel  at  rights  with  the  world! 

Camel's  invigorating  "lift "...Camel's  aid  to 
digestion . . .  Camel's  matchless  taste  and  fra- 
grance— all  these  are  yours  when  you  make 
Camels  your  cigarette.  Camels  set  you  right! 
And  they  never  get  on  your  nerves. 
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DEDICATION 


Apparently  this  issue  of  Polly  has  been  dedicated  to  Freshmen — and  rightly  so,  for 
they  are  the  one  interesting  group  of  creatures  haunting  the  campus  at  the  beginning  of 
the  season.  They  have  unusual  characteristics  which  no  one  else  has  been  destined  to  de- 
velop. These  individual  traits  of  collective  personality  cannot  be  named  here.  There  might 
be  some  misunderstanding.  It  is  only  appropriate  to  say  that  they  have  won  the  sincere, 
though  humorous  appreciation  of  the  campus.  Hence  the  attempt  to  interest  them  with 
apt  material. 

That  is  the  apparent  dedication. 

The  less  obvious  but  even  more  sincere  consecration — and  the  word  is  not  used 
slightingly — is  twofold.  First,  to  wring  from  the  super-talent  the  kind  of  humor  which 
will  cause  mirth  and  glee,  not  smirking.  If  we  can  believe  what  we  have  seen  around  the 
office  the  talent  has  been  secured.  It  remains  for  you  to  refrain  from  smirking. 

Our  second  wish  is  for  the  will  of  the  campus  to  make  the  way  toward  an  appre- 
ciated year  for  Polly  by  becoming  a  subscriber  "in  toto." 

In  short,  we  publicize  our  two  mottos:  may  god  help  the  freshmen,  and  we 

AIM  TO  PLEASE. 

ELEANOR  DODGSON,  Editor. 
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Sing  a  song  of  six-pence, 

A  pocket  full  of  rye, 
Four  and  twenty  Phi  Psis 

Baked  in  Club  Cherie. 

This  rhyme  is  a  headache, 

But  so  is  old  Phi  Psi; 
Four  and  twenty  men  baked 

On  just  one  pocketful  of  rye. 

The  cheapskates. 


Grandpappy  Morgan,  a  hill- 
billy of  the  Ozarks,  had  wandered 
off  into  the  woods  and  failed  to 
return  for  supper,  so  young  Tol- 
liver  was  sent  to  look  for  him. 
He  found  him  standing  in  the 
bushes. 

"Gettin'  dark,  Grandpap,"  the 
tot  ventured. 

"Yep." 

"Suppertime,  Grandpap." 

"Yep." 

"Airn't  ye  hungry?" 

"Yep." 


"Wal,  air  ye  comin'  home?" 

"Nope." 

"Why  ain't  ye?" 

"Can't." 

"Why  can't  ye?" 

"Standin'  in  a  b'ar  trap." 

— Growler. 

■M 

He:  What  kind  of  lipstick  is 
that? 

She:   Kissproof. 

He:  Rub  it  off.  My  God,  we've 
got  work  to  do. 

— Exchange. 

"What's  the  matter,  dear?  You 
don't  look  at  all  well,"  the  stallion 
remarked  to  his  mare. 

"I  think  I'm  getting  a  colt," 
she  replied. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


Football  players  may  be  strong 
silent  men  and  full  of  grit,  but  so 
are  a  lot  of  street  cleaners. 

— Arizoita  Kitty-Kat. 

There   was   a   young   lady    named 

Banker 
Who  slept   while   the   ship   lay   at 
anchor; 
She  awoke  in  dismay 
When  she  heard  the  mate  say: 
"Now  hoist  up   the  topsheet   and 
spanker!" 

— Cornell  WidoTC. 

When  we  were  gay  young  men 
roads 
The  were  ve      rough, 

ry 
And    all   the   springs   our   buggies 
had 

ne 
Were       ver  nough; 

quite  e 
But  now  we  sail  along 
ills  and  i 
h  n 

Up  to  vales; 

A  he  cu 

r  t  r 

ound  ves   and 

straight  ahead. 
Unless  the  motor  fails. 
e 
1 
o 
And  if  we  hit  a  p 

Our  journey  stops   right  there, 
Orifwebumpanothercar 
the  air. 
o 
t 
We    sail   in 
The  safest  thing  I  know 

To  save  ourselves  from  shock 

Is  to  sit  in  a  rocking  chair 

A  k  a  k  a  k. 

n        en        en        c 

d  ro  d  ro  d  ro 

— Punch  Bowl, 


A  preacher  walked  into  a  saloon, 
ordered  milk  and  by  mistake  was 
served  a  milk  punch. 

After  drinking  it,  the  holy  man 
lifted  his  eyes  to  heaven  and  was 
heard   to   say:    "O   Lord,   what   a 


cow! 


-Texas  Ranger. 


Phi  Kap  Pledge:  Do  you  love 
me? 

Tri  Delt:  Uh-huh. 

Phi  Kap:  Then  why  doesn't 
your  chest  heave  like  in  the 
movies. 

The  Green  Gander. 

Don't  spit; remember  the  Johns- 
town, Lock  Haven,  Pittsburgh, 
Wheeling,  Huntingdon,  Clearfield, 
Vandergrift,  Renovo,  Tyrone, 
Sunbury,  Harrisburg,  Spruce 
Creek,  Petersburg,  Springfield, 
Hartford,  Marietta,  Mount  Union, 
Williamsport,  Kittanning,  Wilkes- 
Barre,  McKeesport,  Binghampton, 
Parkersburg,  Schenectady,  Lewis- 
burg,  Lewistown,  Scranton,  Mon- 
toursville,  Waynesville,  Morris- 
ville,  Louisville  flood. 

— Penn  State  Froth. 

J* 

Her  (at  prom) — Wait  right 
here  for  me.  Bill,  while  I  go  pow- 
der my  nose. 

Her  (three  dances  later) — Been 
waiting  long? 

Him — No,  but  I've  been  look- 
ing all  over  for  you  to  give  you 
your  compact. 

— Lion. 

In  times  remote  it  doth  appear 
When     Englishmen     defined 
"brassiere," 
They  termed  it  with  a  naive  charm, 
"A  fence  around  a  dairy  farm." 
— Ski-u-Mah. 
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Copyrifflit,  IV'iG,  K.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


You  can't  go  wrong  with  PRINCE  ALBERT  I 


There's  mighty  good  reason  why 
Prince  Albert  is  the  world's  larg- 
est-selling smoking  tobacco.  The 
pick  of  choice  tobaccos  gives  it 
deep-down  satisfying  tastiness. 
The  special  "crimp  cut"  insures 
mild,  cool  smoking.  And  the  "no- 


bite"  process  takes  the  nip  out  of 
every  fragrant,  nut-brown  parti- 
cle of  Prince  Albert. 

There's  no  other  tobacco  like 
this /m'^ce/y  joy  smoke.men.  Prince 
Albert  is  tops  for  roll -your -own 
cigarettes  too. 


iiiiiiiiiM 


Try  PRINCE  ALBERT  at  our  risk 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don't  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in  a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  (,Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


^  plus  postage.  (Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co., 

Prince  Albert 


THE   NATIONAL 
JOY    SMOKE 


E!F^!l|Ml„EiU,|p  ! 
LONG  burningIpipeIand 

IIICIG'ARETiT&ljfpB^'^^^ll 

lllliililiinili.lMiKiillilhulllnliniii' j^t     S/^ 


50 


pipefuls  of 


fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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ROUND 
THE  LOOP 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room 
presents  Little  Jack  Little  and  his  magical  piano 
.  .  .  featuring  the  world's  table  Tennis  cham- 
pions .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.00 
.  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .  $2.50 


THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  Horace 
Heidt  and  his  Alemite  Briga- 
diers .  .  .  $2.00  minimum  .  .  . 
Saturday  .  .  .  $2.50 


THE  COLLEGE  INN  ...  In  the  Hotel  Sherman 
.  .  .  George  Givot  presents  his  Radio  Circus 
.  .  .  Minimums  .  .  .  $2.00  and  $2.50 


THE  TERRACE  ROOM  ...  The 

Morrison  Hotel  introduces  Ted 
Fio-Rito  and  his  All  Star  floor 
show  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  . 
Supper  .  .  .  $2.00  .  .  .  Saturday 
.  .  .  $2.50 


With 

George 

Ellis 


BISMARCK  ...  The  Walnut  Room  ...  The 
King's  Jesters  and  their  Orchestra  .  .  .  Phil 
Levant  opens  September  25  .  .  .  $1.50  minimum 
.  .  .  Saturday  night,  only 


CONGRESS  .  .  .  Opening  Octo- 
ber 11  .  .  .  Glen  Gray  cnad  the 
Casa  Loma  Orchestra  in  the 
sensational  New  Congress  Ca- 
sino .  .  .  Congress  Hotel 


SHOWSPOTS 

GRAND  OPERA  HOUSE  .  .  .    "Blossom  Time " 
.  .  .  The  season's  melodious  Operetta. 

SELWYN  THEATER  .  .  .  "The  Night  of  January 
16"  ...  a  new  mystery  thriller. 


FINAL   PAUSE 

COOLEY'S   CUPBOARD 

.  .  .  Popular  Meeting 
Places  .  .  .  Main  .  .  .  Chi- 
cago .  .  .  Orrington 


su,     FRESH!!! 

RE:.. /'YOU  SAID  IT!'' 


in 


7 


S^P-^..:,^ 


S  ,  -•/ 


J-^^ 


0150010 

Cigarettes 


,(^ 

' ./ 


^I)  you  II  say  "fresh,"  too  .  .  .  when  those  appetizing 
•ii-  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds  pop  out  of  their  double- 
Cellophaned  package.  And,  if  Old  Gold's  doubly-fresh 
prize-crop  tobaccos  don't  give  you  double-smoking- 
pleasure  double-quick  .  .  .  THEN,  we'll  pay  you  double- 
your-money-back.  And  that  is  a  double-dare. 


'"""^^S^^tOFTHtM 


ALL 


ZIPS    OPEN    DOUBLE-QUICK! 

Outer  Cellophane  Jacket  opens  from  the  Bottom. 

Inner  Cellophane  Jacket  opens  from  the  Top. 


Copr.,  1906,  by  P.  Lorlllanl  Ca.,  Inc. 


PRIZE-CROP  TOBACCOS  m.kbt„em  DOUBLE-MELLOW 
2  JACKETS  OF  "CELLOPHANE"  KCBP  THEM  FACTORY-FRESH 
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CAMPUS  CHARACTERS  -  No.  1 


He  doesn't  see  any  sense  to  foot- 
ball so  he  isn't  on  the  team.  Sure, 
he  could  have  pledged  Mucha  Nu, 
but  I'll  tell  you — they  just  weren't 
his  type.  Two  weeks  at  the  big 
college  and  he'll  be  wearing  plaid 
knickers,    a    sleeveless    sweater,    a 


turned  up  hat,  and  will  be  smok- 
ing the  ca  uiesi  pipe  imaginable. 
He  is  the  gent  who  will  leave  his 
date  stranded  at  the  bar,  and  with 
a  wise  cracking  entrance  come 
over  to  slap  your  date  so  hard  on 
the  back  that  she'll  be  forced  to 


swallow  her  consomme  down  the 
wrong  throat.  Back  ta  home  he 
was  pretty  much  of  a  hot  shot,  and 
most  everyone  considered  him  a 
really  funny  man.  I'd  like  to  have 
you  meet  George. 
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Beer      .  . 
Tom    ... 

Daily 

Athletes  and  Gondoliers    ... 
Open  Houses    ... 
Fraternity  Pins    ... 

This  business  of  producing  on 
the  line  is  tough.  It  looks  as 
though  we  are  in  for  a  few  hectic 
evenings  now  and  then  making 
Parrot  deadlines. 

The  Parrot  staff  is  all  business 
this  year.  Take,  for  instance,  when 
we  first  wrote  Ellie  Dodgson  about 
this  column.  She  wrote  back  to  tell 
us  she  might  be  interested  and 
ended  up  with,  "Send  your  first 
draft  out  as  soon  as  possible." 

Nothing  to  do  but  go  to  the 
tap  and  draw  it  off.  As  luck  would 
have  it,  the  draft  was  all  gone,  so 
we  opened  a  couple  of  bottles. 
Don't  be  alarmed  though,  this 
isn't  old  stock.  It's  new  stuff, 
brewed  at  night  under  the  old 
farm  lamp  and  inspected  and 
stamped  during  the  early  morning 
hours  in  the  local  ale  house. 
•J* 

First  off  we  might  as  well  admit 
that  we  aren't  looking  forward  to 
the  job  of  trying  to  keep  up  with 
past  performances  of  our  prede- 
cessor, Tom  Carmody,  even 
though  we  did  bring  this  on  our- 
selves. Remember  his  timely  com- 
ment  on   current   campus    activi- 


ties? The  less  you  remember  of  it 
the  better  we  like  it.  We  don't 
want  you  making  comparisons. 

Now  for  a  short  business  meet- 
ing. As  to  editorial  policy — you 
know,  that  thing  the  Daily  is  sup- 
posed to  have,  a  definite  list  of 
things  to  tear  down.  We  aren't  go- 
ing to  subscribe  to  any  such  thing. 
We  declare  right  now  that  we 
have  no  policies.  In  that  respect 
we're  like  the  Republicans — just 
throwing  a  lot  of  bull,  trying  to 
get  in  and  stay  in. 
•J* 

A  crusade  though,  that's  a  dif- 
ferent thing.  For  a  while  it  had  us 
stumped.  Last  year  Tom  promoted 
the  revival  of  Senior  canes — we, 
too,  must  promote  something,  but 
what? 

Then  it  struck  us.  We're  going 
to  promote  a  new  Student  Build- 
ing. No  new  idea,  you  say?  Wait 
till  you  hear  the  details.  Fantastic? 
Wait  till  you  hear  how  reasonable 
it  is. 

This  building  is  going  to  be  out 
in  the  lake.  We  will  anchor  it  there 
and  run  motor  boat  service  in 
Summer  and  Ice  boat  service  in 
Winter.  Think  of  the  advantages! 
No  need  to  invent  excuses  for  cut- 
ting that  10  o'clock  to  finish  the 
bridge  game,  you  just  couldn't 
find  a  boatman.  Once  out  there 
you  will  be  far  from  thoughts  of 


books  and  professors  alike.  Think 
of  spending  a  dead  afternoon 
snuggly  buried  in  an  arm  chair  lis- 
tening to  the  lapping  of  the  waves, 
and  if  the  waves  aren't  enough, 
lapping  a  scotch  and  soda! 
Heaven,  that's  what  it's  going  to 
be.  No  more  worrying  about  get- 
ting a  nervous  and  erratic  car  back 
from  the  King's  Arms — call  a 
gondola. 

We're  getting  warmed  up  to 
this.  We  could  put  our  athletes  to 
work  as  gondoliers.  Imagine  scoot- 
ing out  to  the  Union  Building 
with  a  sturdy  man  at  the  oar 
wearing  an  "N"  sweater  and  sing- 
ing "O  Sole  Mio,"  or  "Angel 
Maria"?  Romance! 

All  we  need  now  that  we  have 
the  idea  is  the  sanction  of  the 
trustees  and  a  million  dollars. 
Why,  three  more  tag  days  and  we 
should  have  at  least  $27.3  5  in  the 
fund.  We  can  invest  that  in  the 
Campus  Amusement  Service  and 
raise  it  to  a  million  in  no  time. 
As  soon  as  we  overcome  these 
minor  obstacles,  we  can  tow  the 
old  scow  out  there  just  far  enough 
to  get  beyond  the  Evanston  fath- 
ers' dry  limit  and  we  will  be  set. 

A  little  harping  on  this  from 
time  to  time;  formation  of  a  new 
division  of  the  EGA  and  our 
dreams  will  be  realized. 

(Continued  on  Page  26) 
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N.  U.  CAMPUS  REGULATIONS 

1.  Conduct  :  Any  student 
who,  by  shooting,  knifing,  or 
stranghng  the  professors  has  be- 
come detrimental  to  the  welfare 
of  the  College,  will  be  dismissed 
at  once. 

2.  Marriage:  Any  undergrad- 
uate may  have  two  (2)  wives  and 
three  (3)  children,  three  (3) 
wives  and  two  children,  or  no  (0) 
wives  and  six  (6)  children,  but 
he  may  not  engage  in  companion- 
ate marriage  without  a  statement 
of  approval  from  his  guardian  (or 
parents)  and  special  permission 
from  the  Dean. 

3.  Transportation:  No  stu- 
dent may  keep  or  operate  a  steam 
shovel  on  the  campus.  This  re- 
striction does  not  include  students 
of  archa:ology.  No  student  may 
keep  or  operate  an  Irish  Mail  on 
the  campus.  No  student  may  keep 
or  operate  a  Zeppelin  in  Evanston. 

4.  Fixtures:  Installation  of 
dentist  chairs,  turbines,  or  roller 
coasters  must  be  made  only  with 
permission  of  the  Dean  and  on 
condition  that  additions  thus  made 
shall  become  the  property  of  the 
University. 

5.  Ladies:  Ladies  may  not  be 
entertained  in  College  dormitories 
at  any  time  except  by  written 
permission  of  a  class  officer.  The 
common  pleas,  "She's  no  lady," 
will  not  be  accepted  as  excuses. 

6.  Employees:  A  decent  re- 
spect for  the  employees  of  the 
University,  as  well  as  a  sense  of 
economy,  should  prevent  the  muti- 
lating of  janitors  and  campus 
policemen. — From  Yale  Record. 

— The  Tiger  Rag. 

Critic:  "What  does  this  picture 
represent?" 

Artist:   "Satan's  daughters." 
Critic:  "Oh,  Hell's  Belles,  eh?" 
— Dirge. 


MEET  THE  FRESHMEN 
Mary  McSherry 

Every  autumn  of  every  year 
around  the  month  of  September. 

There  descends  a  horde  of  two 
legged  things  which  most  of  you 
will  remember 

As  Freshmen. 

These  animals  talk  and  walk  and 
breath  almost  the  same  as  you  and 
I  do. 

They  even  have  their  store  of 
wise  cracks  consisting  chiefly  of 
"Oh  yeah,"  and  "Nuts  to  You." 

At  first  we  don't  pay  much  at- 
tention to  them  except  to  say  "Oh, 
Oh,"  when  the  girls  with  eyes 

Pass  by  and  show  a  wild  sur- 
prise when  they  ask  us  which  is 
U.  H. 

As  if  everyone  in  the  world 
didn't  know  which  it  is  unless  he 
had  a  tech 

In  the  haid. 

But  after  a  while  they  get  under 
foot  so  often  and  so  consistently 
that  we  say  to  ourselves,  "Well, 
evidently,  they're  staying." 

And  start  praying 

That  they  won't  make  infermal 
nuisances  of  themselves  by  trying 
out  for  positions  on  major  activi- 
ties. 

But,  of  course,  they  do  and 
without  so  much  as  a  by  your 
leave  or  if  you  please. 

So  finally  we  get  curious  and  be- 
gin to  wonder  just  what  these 
things  are  and  why, 

And  we  get  down  to  work  and 
choose  some  super-guy 

To  sneak  up  behind  a  couple 
and  listen,  look,  and  stop  until 
he's  solved  the  puzzle  and  learned 
which  end  is  top. 

At  last  he  comes  all  smiling  al- 
though a  little  pale 

And  says,  "I  caught  'em,  fel- 
lows, some  freshie  and  his  frail." 

(By  which  he  means  a  first  year 
man  accompanied  by  a  girl — 


You  get  to  talk  that  slangey 
way  after  the  campus  whirl) . 

Then  we  say  "Yeah,  O.  K., 
goon,     just  spill  it  here  and  now: 

What  these  guys  are  and  whence 
they  come.  Just  tell  us  what  and 
how." 

And  our  investigator  looks  as 
important  as  Willard's  steeple 

When  he  brags  "I've  solved  the 
problem,  boys;  they're  really  liv- 
ing people." 

Sig  Chi:  "So  you  always  wear 
your  gloves  to  keep  your  hands 
soft?" 

D.  G.:  "Yes." 

S.  C:  "And  do  you  always 
sleep  with  your  hat  on?" 

— Caveman. 

When  the  skies  are  blue. 
And  all  friends  are  true. 

When     the     world     isn't     big 
enough; 
When  your  hands  are  light, 
And  you  think  yoti  can  fight; 
When  you're  a  lover  pure  and 
true; 
When  the  world  is  awhirl 
And  your  life  is  a  pearl. 

Then,  by  cripes,  you're  drunk! 
— Rambler. 

"Are  you  the  bull  of  the 
campus?" 


"That's  me,  baby." 
"Moo." 


— Jester. 


Smartly  dressed  in  coat  of  fur. 

Lounging  against  a  cocktail  bar. 
Baby,  how  I  wish  you  were 

As  naughty  as  you  think  you 
are. 

— Lyre. 
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Let^s  NOT 


join  the  ladies! 


Leave  the  flower  perfumes  to  the  ladies 
...  let  us  be  all  man  in  the  scent  of  our 
own  toiletries!  Fougere  Royale  After- 
Shaving  Lotion  is  fragrant  with  the 
woodsy,  fresh  odor  of  the  Royal  Fern—     a 
clean,  wholesome,  with  no  hint  of  the  bou- 
doir, nor  of  the  gaudy  gaucheries  of  a  water- 
front barber  shop.  It's  a  cocktail  for  your 
face— an  exhilarating  smoother  of  skins,  a 
satisfying  soother  of  razor  nicks!  Price  85c. 

Fougere  Royale  Shaving  Bowl.  The  trend  is 
back  to  Luxurious  shaving  via  this  handsomely 
turned  out  natural  wood  bowl  of  the  miraculous 
Fougere  Royale  Soap.  $1.00. 

Fougere  Royale  Talc.  Supremely  fine  in  quality, 
toned  for  men's  skin,  scented  for  men  of  sensibility. 
There's  nothing  coquettish  about  this  talc.  S5c. 

Fougere  Royale  Hair  Lotion  for  a  well-groomed 
head,  with  every  hair  in  place.  It  adds  lustre  without 
oiliness,  stimulates  the  scalp,  corrects  dryness,  and 

doesn't  shriek  to  high  heaven.  85c. 
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PURPLE    PARROT 


THE  TRUE  STORY  OF  LITTLE  RED  RIDING 
HOOD,  AS  TOLD   BY   LEMUEL  WOLF 


For  years  I've  been  taking  it  on 
the  chin.  People  point  me  out  on 
the  street  as  the  guy  who  did  Lit- 
tle Red  Riding  Hood  wrong  and 
up  till  now  I've  played  the  gentle- 
man and  kept  still,  but  that's  all 
in  the  past.  Today  the  truth  must 
be  told. 

It  was  right  in  the  middle  of  the 
depression  that  I  made  my  big 
mistake.  Mrs.  Wolf  and  the  sparts 
were  hungry,  you  see,  or  I  never 
would  have  done  it,  but,  gee, 
what's  a  fellow  to  do?  I  had  tried 
everything  to  earn  a  few  cents, 
even  peddling  pencils  from  door 
to  door.  That  was  no  go  though; 


By  ''Scratch" 

people  laughed  to  see  me  in  such 
reduced  circumstances  (I  had 
once  been  a  college  professor)  and 
made  a  standing  joke  of  my  effort. 
In  fact  it  got  so  when  anybody 
knocked  they's  say,  "It's  the  wolf 
at  the  door."  "Well  that  hurt  my 
pride  so  I  stopped,  and  things 
went  from  bad  to  worse.  After  a 
while  we  didn't  even  have  enough 
to  wear.  That  winter  I  was  forced 
to  wrap  an  old  sheepskin  rug 
around  me  to  keep  from  freezing. 
Then  some  old  maid  started  the 
ugly  rumor  that  I  was  using  the 


'Stop,  Adolph!  His  mother  was  frightened  by  a  parrot." 


skin  for  a  disguise  so  I  could  sneak 
up  on  httle  pigs,  but  that  was  a 
dirty  lie.  Nevertheless  public  sus- 
picion was  aroused,  and  our  family 
was  taken  off  the  dole.  What  to 
do?  I  couldn't  get  work,  and  there 
was  no  use  in  begging.  No  one 
would  give  me  anything.  In  sheer 
desperation  I  set  forth  for  a  walk 
in  the  woods  hoping  to  find  some 
edible  roots.  Well,  sir,  luck  was 
with  me — or  so  I  thought — for 
along  came  a  nifty  little  gal 
dressed  in  a  smart  red  sports  outfit 
and  carrying  a  great  big  basket. 
"Ah,"  I  thought,  "I'll  offer  to 
carry  the  kid's  basket  and  maybe 
she'll  tip  me."  That  was  exactly 
what  I  thought,  mind  you.  So  up 
I  breezed  and  started  a  conversa- 
tion. That  wasn't  hard  with  her 
kind,  so  in  a  couple  of  minutes  the 
youngster  had  told  me  where  she 
was  going — to  her  grandmaw's — 
and  the  basket,  I  learned,  was 
chuck  full  of  food.  Food!  My  God, 
when  I  heard  that  and  thought  of 
my  poor  starving  family,  some- 
thing inside  just  went  haywire.  I 
said  so  long,  and  rushed  down  an- 
other path  to  the  kid's  grand- 
mother's house.  Again  luck  was 
with  me  because  the  old  lady  was 
at  a  movie  and  the  door  was  un- 
locked. All  that  stuff  about  my 
eating  her  was  a  lot  of  hooey 
started  by  the  socialists  when  I  ran 
for  alderman  years  later.  There  I 
was  then,  alone  in  the  house,  so  I 
thought  fast,  went  into  the  bath- 
room and  started  the  shower  run- 
ning— my  idea  was  to  call  out  in 
a  high  voice  that  I  was  bathing 
and  for  her  to  leave  the  food  on 
the  kitchen  table.  That  was  O.  K. 
(Continued  on  Page  11,  Col.  3) 
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THE  BITTER  YEN  OF  GENERAL  TEA 


General  Tea  lay  on  his  back  on 
the  river  bank  (not  the  Left 
Bank)  of  the  Yangtze-Kiang  and 
stared  stonily  at  the  sombre  sky. 
This  is  not  news.  All  Chinamen 
stare  stonily,  and  besides  the  Chi- 
nese Government  was  by  this  time 
accustomed  to  General  Tea's  lying. 
If  he  had  been  lying  in  the  river, 
that  would  have  been  a  different 
story.  In  fact,  it  would  have  been 
no  story  at  all,  which  might  have 
pleased  our  readers  if  any  (Circu- 
lation Manager  please  note) . 

General  Tea  was  a  pirate.  It  was 
his  habit  to  plunder  peaceful  ves- 
sels, believing  as  he  did  in  the 
quaint  old  adage,  "To  him  that 
hath  shall  be  given." 

But  on  this  particular  morning 
(the  one  on  which,  if  you  remem- 
ber, we  found  the  General  staring 
stonily  at  the  sombre  sky)  the 
General's  mind  was  far  from  pi- 
racy. For  three  days  now  he  had 
lain  on  his  back  staring  stonily  at 
the  sombre  sky  without  a  single 
thought  of  the  many  heavily- 
laden  vessels  drifting  lazily  down 
the  yellow  waters  below.  And  his 
men,  all  good  pirates,  were  mur- 
muring, as  pirates  will.  (Even  love 
pirates.) 

Only  Lieutenant  Chang,  the 
General's  right  hand  man,  was 
loyal.  "The  General  is  thinking," 
he  reminded  the  crew.  And  they, 
with  wholly  irrelevant  logic,  an- 
swered, "We  are  starving." 

The  General  continued  to  lie  on 
his  back.  Chang  approached  him. 
"Excellence,  the  men  are  grum- 
bling," he  began.  The  General 
rolled  over,  and  contemplated  him 
(stonily,  if  you  like).  "Chang," 
he  said,  "you  are  the  only  one  who 


By  Paul  Litwinsky 

understands  me.  I  am  tired  of 
piracy.  My  soul  yearns  for  the  un- 
attainable." 

Chang  nodded  slowly.  "What  is 
the  unattainable,  Master?"  he 
asked.  The  General  sighed  languid- 
ly. "Ah,  Chang,"  he  whispered,  "I 
yearn  for  the  cool  tartness  of  a 
persimmon." 

Chang  was  aghast.  "But,  Mas- 
ter," he  said,  "there  is  not  a  per- 
simmon in  all  China."  General  Tea 
nodded  sadly.  "I  know  it,"  he 
said  softly,  and  a  great  tenderness 
came  into  his  eyes.  Chang  drew 
himself  erect.  "Master,"  he  said, 
"I  will  go  to  Stop  and  Shop  in 
Chicago  and  bring  you  one!" 


The  years  passed.  The  General's 
crew  deserted  him,  one  by  one. 
They  could  not  follow  a  man 
whose  soul  yearned  for  the  cool 
tartness  of  a  persimmon.  But  still 
the  General  lay  on  his  back  star- 
ing stonily  at  the  sombre  sky. 
"Men,"  mused  the  General,"  are 
traitorous  at  best.  Even  Chang, 
my  best  follower,  has  forsaken  me. 
Piracy  no  longer  sustains  me. 
Whither  can  I  turn?"  The  years 
passed. 

Then  one  day  the  General  was 
troubled  by  a  shadow  across  his 
face.  He  turned  his  head  and  there 
was  Chang,  standing  over  him, 
smiling  happily.  The  General  rose 
to  his  feet  with  exultation  in  his 
heart.  Once  again  he  could  believe 
in  the  loyalty  of  men,  once  again 
he  could  go  back  to  piracy. 

Chang  was  speaking.  "Master,  I 
have  brought  back  that  which 
your    soul    yearns     for.     I     have 


brought  back  the  unattainable," 
and  he  handed  the  General  a 
round  object. 

The  General  uttered  a  demoniac 
cry,  and  with  a  tremendous  push 
sent  Chang  the  faithless  spinning 
down  into  the  yellow  waters  of 
the  swirling  Yangtze-Kiang.  For 
the  round  object  was  not  the  cool 
tartness  for  which  the  General's 
soul  so  passionately  yearned.  It  was 
a  lemon. 

(Continued  from  Page  10) 
except  that  after  I  left  Red  she 
picked  up  a  C.  C.  C.  boy  in  the 
woods  and  had  him  walk  the  rest 
of  the  way  with  her,  and  he  no- 
ticed that  my  feminine  voice  was 
phoney.  One  thing  lead  to  another 
till  he  pulled  a  hatchet  on  me  and 
I  scrammed — with  the  eats.  Well 
this  C.  C.  C.  guy  being  not  so 
dumb  worked  his  heroic  act 
("Heroic  act,  hell,"  as  Mrs.  Wolf 
said  on  reading  the  paper  the  next 
morning)  for  a  promotion  and 
got  a  lot  of  publicity.  He  made  a 
play  for  Red,  too,  but  she  got  in 
the  way  of  a  bull  and  was  too 
messed  up  for  any  good  use  except 
fertihzer  after  that. 
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Greetings  to  all  returning  stu- 
dents and  to  all  incoming  fresh- 
men. It  is  with  trembling  hand 
that  we  raise  the  pen  to  begin 
with  one  fell  swoop  to  disclose 
the  doings  of  the  kiddies  who 
annually  plunk  three  hundred  in- 
flated dollars  on  the  ledge  and 
demand  in  return  their  student 
books  and  the  right  to  be  heckled. 
We  hasten  to  add  that  all  libel 
suits  should  be  sent  to  our  law- 
yer, who  is  now  vacationing  in 
Ossining,  N.  Y. 

Practically  the  only  Nor'westers 
about  the  campus  this  summer 
were  the  athletes  and  the  other 
people  who  had  to  go  to  summer 
school.  The  athletes  attended 
classes  (we  hope),  flexed  their 
muscles,  basked  in  the  sun,  and 
ogled  the  beach  ornaments.  Spe- 
cial ogling  is  accorded  any  attrac- 
tive young  lady  who  is  entering 
school  this  fall,  the  boys  keeping 
in  mind  the  fact  that  it  is  the  early 
bird  that  gets  the  worm,  and  not 
vice  versa,  as  cynics  will  claim. 
However,  it  seems  that  one  day 
on  the  beach  there  was  a  lovely 
maiden,  and  thereby  hangs  a  tale. 

But  we  will  begin  at  the  begin- 
ning. There  was  a  Fat  Boy,  Vance 
by  name,  who  was  ex-captain  of 
the  cagers  and  a  lover  of  note. 
During   the   summer   he   had,    by 


letter,  escaped  all  affiliations  with 
one  Helen  Schmitt.  "While  patrol- 
ing  the  beach  in  his  official  capac- 
ity as  a  life  guard,  he  spied  the 
above  mentioned  lovely  maiden. 
After  overwhelming  her  with  his 
usual  scintillating  remarks,  he 
learned  that  her  name  was  Eloise 
Martin,  that  she  was  a  transfer 
from  Drake,  and  that  a  mistake 
had  been  made  on  one  side  or  the 
other  and  she  was  a  Delta  Gamma. 
Love  reigned  supreme  for  awhile, 
then  came  a  rift,  with  each  party 
stoutly  maintaining  that  he,  or 
she,  as  the  case  might  be,  had  cast 
the  other  aside.  Enter  the  well 
known  Peter  Paul  Tangora,  All- 
American  guard.  Tang  and  Eloise 
took  to  each  other.  Eloise  already 
had  a  Delt  pin  which  she  had 
acquired,  so  we  hear,  from  a  lad 
who  warbles  the  choruses  with 
Herbie  Kay's  outfit.  So  this  un- 
usual gal  reversed  the  usual  order 
of  proceedings  and  gave  her  Delt 
pin  to  Tang.  It  was  a  cute  little 
pin  with  a  chain  adding  lustre  to 
the  sentiment  attached  to  it.  Paul 
evidently  did  not  wish  to  walk 
the  streets  and  have  total  strangers 
point  the  accusing  finger  at  him 
and  whisper  that  there  went  the 
only  Delt  in  a  decade  who  had  had 
a  pin  hung  on  him  by  a  girl,  so  he 
told  the  donor  of  the  pin  that  he 
didn't  wear  it  because  he  had  lost 
the  little  chain.  Eloise  was  not  to 
be  thwarted  so  easily,  however,  so 
she    traipsed    down    to    a    jewelry 


vendor's  and  bought  another 
chain,  which  she  gave  to  Paul. 
Now  every  time  Paul  sees  a  pool 
table  he  must  struggle  with  him- 
self to  keep  from  climbing  up  and 
cuddling  behind  the  eight-ball. 

Park  Wray  also  had  his  diffi- 
culties this  summer.  After  his  re- 
turn from  the  Navy  cruise,  he 
decided  to  take  a  jaunt  up  to  St. 
John's,  where  P.  Q.  spent  his 
prep-school  days.  Park's  pin  seems 
to  have  a  peculiar  affinity  for  satin, 
so  one  morning  when  Park  came 
to  he  discovered  to  his  chagrin  that 
his  Sigma  Nu  badge  was  nestling 
on  the  palpitating  bosom  of  a  fair 
lassie  from  Nashville,  Tenn.  After 
much  struggling  and  puffing,  Park 
finally  got  down  on  bended  knee 
and  plead  with  the  young  lady  to 
return  the  pin,  but  she  coyly  re- 
fused, and  even  promised  to  come 
to  visit  poor  Park  come  next  snow. 
Anyone  but  Quigley  Jr.  would 
have  been  delighted  at  this  turn 
of  events,  for  the  girl  in  question 
was  not  only  a  choice  looking  little 
thing,  but  she  possessed  so  many 
millions  of  potatoes  that  the 
natives  of  her  home  town  lifted 
their  chapeaux  in  respect  when  her 
name  was  mentioned.  But  in  this 
instance,  there  was  a  rub.  Park 
had  been  squiring  Katie  Fitzger- 
ald, Theta,  '3  5,  for  three  years, 
and  they  had  decided  to  eventually 
unite  their  souls  in  holy  matri- 
mony, and  live  happily  ever  after. 
Park  was  in  a  bit  of  a  dither,  but 
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he  decided  to  bare  his  soul,  and 
accordingly  called  Miss  Fitzgerald 
in  Charles  City,  Iowa.  The  reper- 
cussions of  Katie's  harangue  could 
be  heard  for  miles  around,  but  the 
odds  are  8  to  5  that  Park  will  get 
back  in  there. 

It  has  long  been  a  debatable 
question  as  to  who  was  the  out- 
standing personality  on  the  cam- 
pus, but  if  that  question  has  ever 
caused  you  any  anxiety,  you  may 
now  breathe  easily  once  again. 
The  Sigma  Chis  have  taken  upon 
themselves  the  halos  of  connois- 
seurs and  have  obligingly  exerted 
much  time  and  thought  on  the 
problem,  and  from  their  fertile 
brains  has  come  the  decision  to  set 
forth  one  man  as  the  "Greatest 
personality  on  the  Northwestern 
campus."  And  would  you  believe 
it,  that  man  is  a  Sigma  Chi.  To 
those  among  you  who  doubt  the 
veracity  of  this  statement,  you 
have  only  to  look  in  the  Sigma 
Chi  brochure  which  they  sent  this 
fall  to  incoming  freshmen,  with 
some  idea  in  mind  of  luring  them 
into  their  snare.  On  a  certain  page 
in  this  little  booklet  you  will  find 
a  picture  of  Vic  Hansen,  beaming 
patronizingly  on  all  who  were  so 
unfortunate  as  to  open  the  covers, 
while  beneath  his  likeness  the  cap- 
tion pertaining  to  his  personality 
was  flung  brazenly  at  the  unwary 
reader.  After  thumbing  through 
Mr.  Webster's  book,  we  find  that 
a  brochure  is  "a  pamphlet  dealing 
with  a  subject  of  PASSING  inter- 
est." We  here  bow  our  head  and 
give  thanks  to  God  for  at  least 
this  little  favor.  Also  we  wish  to 
thank  the  Sigma  Chis  for  so  mod- 
estly settling  this  argument. 

And  now  we  come  to  a  sad  note 
in  the  proceedings.  It  has  been 
rumored    that    Janice    Hall    and 


Aunt  Polly  Continued 

Bob  Swisher  have  been  rent 
asunder  by  the  parents  on  the 
side  of — well,  you  guess.  If  this  is 
true,  Janice  and  Swish,  we  extend 
to  you  our  sympathies.  You  are 
two  of  the  better  people. 

Did  you  know  that  North- 
western numbers  among  its  stu- 
dents a  parachute  jumper?  No? 
Well,  his  name  is  John  Phalen, 
and  he  is  a  Phi  Psi.  If  you  have 
never  seen  his  husky  body  hurtling 
through  space,  twisting  and  turn- 
ing until  he  finally  lands  safely 
and  wobbles  away,  you  have  never 
had  a  real  thrill.  The  best  way  to 


get  him  to  perform  his  dizzy 
plunge  is  as  follows:  catch  him  in 
the  midst  of  a  bacchanal  revelry, 
preferably  at  Arnie's,  hand  him  a 
small  umbrella,  preferably  red, 
with  polka  dots  and  a  Mickey 
Mouse  on  it,  and  John  will  do 
the  rest.  After  assembling  the 
multitude,  he  will  go  outside,  step 
quickly  forward,  fling  open  the 
umbrella  and  step  bravely  off  the 
curb  midst  the  shouts  and  huzzahs 
of  his  admirers. 

Big  Fred  Vanzo,  the  fool-back, 

was  the  victim  of  an  insignificant, 

(Continued  on  Page  25) 


"Chester!" 
"Chester  who?" 
"Chester  gigolo  athlete." 
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INTRODUCING  THE   PROFESSOR 

By  Mary  McSherry 
Illustrated  by  Grace  Scharf 


The  professor  was  angry.  In  fact,  the        Cib      ^^^  usually   angry.   Today,   however,   he   was   more 


angry  than  ever  before,  for  not  only  had  his  daughter  burned  the  breakfast  toast,  and  his  eight  o'clock 
class    been    prepared    for    a    surprise    quiz,    but    someone,     some    nefarious    meddler,    had     searched     the 


where  the  professor  kept  his   formulae   for  chemical   263,   the  compound  on  which  he 
had  been  working  for  seventeen  long  years. 


"What  the         ^rf      '"  he   swore.   "Who  has  been  trying  to  steal  my  formulae?" 


No 


one  answered.  No  one  answered  all  day  though  he  asked   all  his  classes,   the    ^ 


his  three  assistants,  and  even  his  daughter.  In  a  temper  he  threatened  his  students  with  exams.  Even  that 
brought  no  answer. 

In  desperation  the  professor  notified  the  president  that  unless  something  was  done,  he  would  resign. 
Immediately  the  president  issued  a  statement  to  the  campus  press  that  there  must  be  no  more  of  this 
nonsense.  The  president  was  a  very  forceful  man. 

Later   that   same   day   the   professor's   daughter    came    home    from    a   class    in   interpretative    dancing 
and  found  her  father  lying  sprawled  on   his   back  in   the  middle  of  the   library  floor. 


Ugly  red  stains  were  blotted  on  the  rug,  on  the  professor's  clothes. 

REQUIESCAT  IN  PACE 
i 
The  professor  was  dead!    o        ^4,^     «      The  daughter,  being  a  college-bred  girl,  knew  just  what  to 


do.  Instantly  she  telephoned  the  university  crime  detection  bureau. 
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'What?"  cried  the  bureau  director.  "Dead?  The  poor  professor.   I'll   be  right  over.   Just 


as   soon   as 


I  eat."  t 

In  an  hour  and  seven  minutes  exactly  there  came  a  knock  at  the  door.  The  professor's  daughter  put 
down  her  copy  of  "Movie  Fan  News"  and  answered  the  knock.   In  rushed  the  breathless  bureau  director. 

"Where  is  he?"  was  his  first  question.  "The  library?  Follow  me,  men." 

The  solemn  little  band  of  educated  detectives  trooped  in. 


"Whatever  you  do,  don't  disturb  the  body.  We  must  leave  everything  just  as  it  is,"  ordered  their  chief. 


After  a  few  minutes  of  concentrated  thought  the  director  and  his  colleagues  agreed  that  the  professor 
must  have  been  attacked  from  behind  because  there  was  no  wound  in  front.  Fiaving  reached  that  decision, 
the  director  notified  the  president  (who  gave  another  statement  to  the  press)  and  asked  him  to  assist  in 
the  solution  of  the  crime.  The  president  came,  bringing  with  him  Sir  Reginald  Gurnsey-Gurnsey,  late  of 
TwIomby-on-Thames  and  Oxford,  who  had  been  lecturing  on  modern  crime  detection.  He  questioned 
the  butler,  the  professor's  daughter,  all  the  neighbors,  and  a  student  who,  upon  hearing  of  the  professor's 
death,  had   remarked  rtJ^^rr^^^l   No  test  tomorrow."  Unfortunately  all  were  seemingly  innocent. 

For  hours  and  hours  the  inquiry  went  on.  Three  men   roamed   all   over  the  professor's  house.   Four 

other    men    went    through    the    professor's 

papers  but  found  no  incriminating  evidence 


save  a  note  beginning  "Dear  teacher  mans." 


Toward     morning     the     university     officials 


were   almost    at    their   rope's   end.    Even    Sir 


Reginald   was    baffled.    They   all   sat   around 


(Continued  on  Page  28) 
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A    PAGE    FOR    INFANTS 

-or  Freshmen 


A 


Above  you  see  illustrated  the  lamb  that  lay  down 
with  the  lion. 

Notice  that  black  eye? 

Just  what  it  had  coming  for  being  such  a  dope — 
You  think  so?  Say,  you  should  have  seen  the  lion, 

—"Scratch." 


This  drawing   (obtainable  by  sending  10  cents  in 
stamps  in  sizes  suitable  for  framing)  is  of  a  box. 
No,  don't  go  away.  It's  not  just  an  ordinary  box. 
This  box  has  something  in  it. 

I  know  it  doesn't  look  like  it,  but  that's  because 
the  box  is  shut. 

What  do  you  think  is  in  the  box? 
Ice  cream?  No,  that  would  have  melted  by   this 
time. 
Poker  chips?  Not  in  the  Purple  Parrot!" 
Give  up? 
Plain,  ordinary  crackers  for  nuts  like  you. 

—"Scratch." 


This  is  a  picture  of  an  angleworm. 

Judging  by  the  clothes,  he's  an  angleworm  who's 
been  around. 

Maybe  he's  an  angleworm  from  the  zoology  lab. 

I  wonder  whether  he's  dressing  or  undressing. 

If  he  were  dressing  why  would  he  be  standing 
there  in  shorts  and  a  tux  shirt;  and,  on  the  other 
hand,  if  he  were  undressing,  why  would  he  still  have 
a  tux  on? 

Oh,  hell — who  cares  what  a  worm  does  anyway? 

—"Scratch." 


This  picture  is  of  a  tulip. 

You're  probably  wondering  what  the  deuce  a  tulip 
is  doing  growing  bottoms  up  like  that. 

It  does  look  funny,  doesn't  it? 

Especially    since    you    know    darn    well    a    tulip 
couldn't  hold  up  a  great  big  pot. 

That's  where  you're  fooled. 

There's  nothing  the  matter  with  the  tulip — 

The  drawing  is  just  upside  down. 

—By  "Scratch." 


When  Irish  Eves 
are  ^fmihns^ .  . 


•ji'*-"^ 


,  > 


f    < 


* 


^ff' 


1^ 


f^^n 


""■e,. 


£r 


''■o* 


'•"^co 


all  you 


cou 


Made  by  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  CoMVANY-an^  you  can  depend  on  a  Liggett  &  Myers  product 


PAGE    18 


A    tailored    wool    for    the    less    casual    occa- 
sions,   Pan    Helenic    teas    or    faculty    dinners — 
let's  choose  one  which   boasts  a  new  gadget, 
talon  fastener  from  collar  to  hem. 


PURPLE    PARROT 

TUCKS   and 

Another  season  rolls  in— 
ity  and  so  is  the  fashion 
of  new  things  to  complete 


What  would  college  be  without  dates,  and  what 
would  a  wardrobe  be  without  a  smooth  black 
date  dress,  very  simple,  of  course,  with  the 
glitter  of  rhinestones. 


The  two-piece  fur  trimmed  suit  goes  places  on 
campus,  because  it's  grand  for  football  games, 
extra  skirt  for  sweaters  and  the  coat  along  is  a 
perfect   answer  to  a  college  girl's   wish. 


V         ,■4*^  ''''^■^11         ^r''^ 

Id  ¥0 


Today  it's  the  accessories  that 
give  personality  and  dash  to  your 
costume.  Be  sure  to  wear  a  gay 
scarf,  perhaps  a  challis  which  is  the 
basic  college  favorite,  the  sweater — 
add  a  leather  sport  belt  with  the 
cardigan  and  carry  a  practical 
leather  bag  to  class,  one  large 
enough  for  the  necessary  pen  and 
pencil.  Complete  the  picture  with 
a  charm  bracelet, — it's  part  of  your 
college  education  and  so  amusing  to 
fool  with  when  the  lecture  lags 
a   bit. 
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TROUSERS 

the  campus  isfullofactiv- 
world.  It's  time  to  think 
your  fall  wardrobe. 


The  lounge  influence  in  clothing 
is  becoming  more  and  more  impor- 
tant in  most  young  men's  ward- 
robes. Particularly  do  you  know 
this  to  be  true  if  you  have  ever 
worn  any  lounge  clothing.  Robert 
Surrey  is  constantly  seeking  to 
bring  to  you  the  smartest,  easiest, 
most  wearable  lounge  clothing 
that  can  be  made.  Here  is  the  per- 
fect solution! 
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The  best  grades  of  cloth  go  into 
this  suit  to  make  history  for  you. 
Because  of  its  suave  influence  its 
appeal  is  immediate — and  lasting. 
MacFarland's  will  show  you  how 
it  fits. 


Stylists  produced  this  and  rec- 
ommended it  for  the  worldly  col- 
lege man.  He'll  wear  it  on  campus, 
in  town,  and  for  travel,  always 
feeling  at  his  best  swagger. 


Robert  Surrey  saw  this  unusu- 
ally smart  style  on  some  of  the 
best  dressed  men  in  the  world  last 
season  at  Nassau.  And  he  recog- 
nized in  it  immediately  a  coming 
style;  a  style  which  would  sweep 
the  country  this  fall.  It  has  its 
origin  in  a  riding  jacket  worn  in 
England. 
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swiiwu 


BEGIN  HERE 

Speaking  of  swimming,  which  is 
what  I  am  supposed  to  be  speaking 
of,  it  is  a  fine  sport  for  them  as 
don't  mind  gittin'  their  heads 
under  water  some,  or  who  hkes  to 
git  thar  hair  lookin'  and  feehn' 
hke  hay,  or  who  hkes  to  go  a  Hell 
of  a  ways  without  gittin'  nowhar. 
Also  for  those  who  likes  to  feel 
they  is  in  the  swim. 

Reckon  them  as  is  interested  at 
all,  will  be  interested  in  the  pros- 
pects of  this  year's  teem.  I  spose 
I  mite  git  in  trouble  if  I  sed  som- 
thing  like  prospects  is  all  wet,  so 
I  won't,  I'll  just  say  that  prospects 
is  one  thing  to  hear  and  another 
thing  to  give,  meanin'  by  which 
that  nobody  really  knows  the 
acurut  prospects  but  I'll  give  you 
a  few  just  fer  the  Hell  of  it.  To 
put  it  short,  prospects  is  fair  to 
middlin,  and  the  success  of  the 
season  depends  on  how  meny 
meets  is  won — I  gess  that  is  acurut 
an  nobody  can  say,  upon  the  sea- 
son bein'  over,  I  told  you  so. 

Hear  from  one  of  the  boys  out 
Rockford  way,  bein'  T.  Ogilby  on 
account  of  his  folks,  has  bin  con- 
sentrating  on  growing  some  scales, 
figgerin'  they  might  be  useful  also 
he  has  been  developin'  some  fins 
(which  he  says  aint  no  mint  mark 
on  em)  which  sounds  like  quite 
a  tail. 


Another  guy,  bein'  from  out 
Erie  way  an  signin'  his  Dean's  card 
Fahner,  Joe,  tells  us  that  he's  been 
developin'  webbed  feet  and  hands, 
which  sounds  like  duckin',  which 
sounds  more  like  water  polo  than 
swimmin'  but  which  we  will  see 
how  he  handles  his  fork  with  such 
appendages  or  if  he's  sort  a  kiddin' 
maybe  huh. 

The  flyin'  Dutchman,  manin' 
Gus  Horschky,  has  been  consen- 
trating  on  frogs  to  attempt  the 
perfection  of  his  breast  kick,  but 
couldn't  get  nowhere  on  account 
of  the  frogs  went  and  done  what 
he  done  instead  of  him  doin'  what 
the  frogs  was  doin'.  Zehr,  meanin' 
Danny  of  Fort  Wayne,  got  sun- 
burned this  summer  (the  dern  fool 
imagine)  and  says  that  between 
orlin'  his  back  and  swatting  mos- 
quitoes he  has  his  back  stroke 
down  purty  fair  which  aint 
nothin  cause  he  did  afore  he  got 
burned. 

The  uther  boys  is  doing  every- 
thing from  takin  baths  to  washin' 
socks  to  get  in  shape,  and  so  we 
orta  hav  a  couple  as  kin  git  down 
the  pool  an  back,  at  least  we  hope 
so.  So  sayin'  I'll  let  ya  off  easy  this 
time  by  quitin'  now,  and  if  I  been 
talkin'  like  a  guy  which  has  his 
head  under  water,  maybe  I  have 
— I'll  go  comb  the  algae  outa  my 
hair. 

QUIT  HERE 


FRATERNITY  FABLES 
Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a 
college  boy  who  didn't  write  home 
for  more  money  two  days  after  his 
allowance  came. 
He  ivired  collect. 
Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a 
blonde  who  didn't  want  a  fur  coat, 
a     diamond     ring,     and     another 
roadster. 

She  %vant%  a  tricycle,  though, 
as  soon  as  she's  four. 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a 
fraternity  boy  who  didn't  get 
stuck  on  the  pin  in  his  shirt  when 
it  came  back  from  the  laundry. 

But  he  got  stuck,  on  the  shirt. 
It  xvas  tivo  sizes  smaller  than  the 
one  he  sent. 

Once  upon  a  time  a  Junior  took 
a  bath  in  a  boarding  house  and 
didn't  have  to  go  dripping  out  in 
the  hall  to  answer  the  phone. 

He  stepped  on  the  soap  in  get- 
ting out  of  the  tub  and  broke  his 
silly  neck. 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a 
Senior  who  had  a  blind  date  who 
turned  out  to  be  good  looking. 

She  also  turned  out  to  be  the 
girl  he  had  his  pin  on  and  did  she 
give  him  hell! 

Once  upon  a  time  a  Sophomore 
found  a  piece  of  chicken  in  a 
chicken  salad  sandwich  in  Hoos'. 

That  is,  he  thought  it  was  a 
piece  of  chicken  until  it  got  up 
and  walked  away. 

— Texas  Kanger. 
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In  Boccaccio,  it's  frankness. 
In  Rabelais,  it's  life. 
In  a  professor,  it's  clever. 
And    in     a    college    comic    it's 
smutty. 

— M.  7.  T.  Moo  Doo. 


He  came  in  and  sat  down 
alongside  of  her.  He  was  a  clean 
cut,  good  looking  chap.  She 
smiled  at  him.  The  place  was  de- 
serted. In  a  low  tone  he  said: 
"Please  give  me  what  you  gave 
me  last  night." 

She  hesitated,  looked  wildly 
about  her  and  suddenly  cried 
out:  "Sunnyside  up  on  toast  and 
a  cup  o'  coffee." 

— Tiger. 


MAIDEN'S  PRAYER 
Breathes  there  a  man 
Around  this  school 
SuflSciently 
Restrained  and  cool. 
Enough  to  limit 
His  demands 
And  say  "Good  night," 
Just  holding  hands, 
Who  has  the  decency 
To  wait 
Until  at  least 
A  second  date 
To  reach  a  warm, 
Romantic  state, 
And  give  a  girl 
Some  preparation 
Before  expecting 
Osculation 
At  least  an  hour 
In  duration? 
If  such  there  be 
Go  mark  him  well, 
I'll  date  the  guy 
And  make  him  tell 
Me  what  the  hell 
He  had  for  dinner,  that  makes 
him  so  sick. 

— Reserve  Red  Cat. 


A  gentleman,  on  being  in- 
formed that  he  was  the  proud 
father  of  triplets,  was  so  over- 
joyed at  the  news  that  he  rushed 
immediately  to  the  hospital, 
where  his  wife  and  newly  acquired 
family  were,  and  dashed  pell-mell 
into  the  room. 

The  nurse,  being  out  at  the 
time,  was  irritated  upon  her  re- 
turn and  remonstrated  with  the 
father. 

"Don't  you  know  better  than 
to  come  in  here  in  germ-filled 
clothes?  Why,  you're  not  sterile." 

He  looked  at  her  for  a  moment 
and  then  said,  "Lady,  are  you  tell- 
ing me?" 

— Rammer  Jammer. 


PHYS.  ED.  201 

A  fraternity  had  sent  their  cur- 
tains to  the  cleaners.  It  was  the 
second  day  that  the  house  had 
stood  unveiled.  One  morning  the 
following  note  arrived  from  a 
sorority  house   across  the   avenue: 

"Dear  Sirs:  May  we  suggest  that 
you  procure  curtains  for  windows. 
We  do  not  care  for  a  course  in 
anatomy." 

The  chap  who  left  shaving  to 
read    the    note    answered:    "Dear 
Girls:  The  course  is  optional." 
—Ski-U-Mah. 
Ji 

Can  anyone  remember  'way 
back  when  an  automobile  parked 
and  people  got  out? 

— Froth. 
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By  Paul  Spiegel 


Swing  off  to  a  good  start  by 
procuring  Andy  Kirk's  remark- 
able rendition  of  Until  the  Real 
Thing  Comes  Along.  Pha  Terrell 
does  the  phenomenal  vocal,  and 
the  reverse  side  offers  the  most  au- 
thentic swing  style  this  side  of 
Benny  Goodman.  Benny,  inciden- 
tally, makes  Duke  Ellington's  lat- 
est, III  a  Sentimental  Mood,  one  of 
those  Ellington  classics  to  rank 
alongside  Sophisticated  Lady,  and 
Black  and  Tan  Fantasy.  Helen 
Ward's  vocal  on  These  Foolish 
Things  Remind  Me  of  Yon  will 
"send"  you.  Swing  Time  offers  a 
bevy  of  swell  Jerome  Kern 
numbers.  You'll  particularly  like 
the  sarcastic  love  song,  A  Tine 
Romance.  But  you'll  find  A 
Waltz  in  Stcing-time  reminis- 
cent of  t  he  Skaters'  Waltz. 
Nei'er  Gonna  Dance,  and  Bo- 
jangles  of  Harlem,  are  two  of 
the  more  rhythmatic  pieces  from 
the  Astaire-Rogers  film.  The  Way 
You  Look  Tonight,  coupled  with 
Pick  Yourself  Up,  are  two  less  in- 
teresting tunes  from  the  same  pic- 
ture. Helen  Ward  does  her  finest 
vocal  since  her  trill  on  the  end  of 
It's  Been  So  Long  in  You  Turned 
the  Tables.  And  Benny  Goodman 
swings  right  out  on  Here's  Love  in 
Your  Eye.  Not  listed  above,  but 
worthy  of  mention  is  Benny's  ver- 
sion of  There's  a  Small  Hotel  cou- 
pled with  Tommy  Dorsey's  That's 
a  Plenty.  Ray  Noble  seems  to  have 
gone  on  a  recording  vacation,  but 
offers  Empty  Sfl^^/-rs,  from  Rhythm 
on  the  Range,  and  Big  Chief  De 
Sota  which  is  a  sort  of  second 
Christopher  Columbus.  The  vocal 
by  South  African  Al  Bowlly  is 
notable.  Also  from  Rhythm  on  the 


Range.  Bing  Crosby  warbles  in  his 
own  way,  I'm  an  Old  Coivhand . 
On  the  other  side,  7  Can't  Escape 
From  You  is  plenty  good.  The 
Duchin,  Lombardo,  and  Kemp 
numbers  above  are  for  the  benefit 
of  you  die-hards,  who  won't  rec- 
ognize "swing."  Nice  sweet  music 
played  in  usual  style  of  those  re- 
spective bands.  That  Louis  Prima 
number  will  be  interesting,  be- 
cause Louis  and  his  New  Orleans 
Gang  will  open  in  Chicago  very 
shortly.  Probably  at  the  Black- 
hawk.  Confessin'  and  Let's  Have 
Fun  will  give  you  an  idea  how  this 
fellow  plays.  Fats  Wallers  is  a 
necessity  on  any  list,  and  his  ver- 
sion of  Bye  Bye  Baby,  and  There 
Goes  My  Attraction  are  good  ex- 
amples of  why  he  is  that  necessity. 
And  that  Bugle  Call  Rag  with 
Rose  of  the  Rio  Grande  by  the 
Casa  Loma  boys  is  one  of  their 
new  releases.  Glen  Gray  and  his 
Casa  Loma  boys  will  open  the  new 
"Rococo  Room"  of  the  Congress 
Hotel,  about  the  early  part  of 
October.  This  new  room  will  be 
like  the  ones  you  see  in  the  movies 
but  never  elsewhere.  Rumor  has 
it  that  the  Congress  has  material- 
ized a  dream.  For  a  further  taste 
of  Casa  Loma,  listen  to  Nagasaki, 
Chinatown,  My  Chinatown,  and 
Limehouse  Blues.  Those  of  you 
who  are  interested  in  Benny  Fields' 
sensational  comeback  will  like 
Benny's  These  Foolish  Things 
with  Heaven  in  My  Heart  on  the 
reverse  side.  And  Jessie  Matthews 
has  recorded  from  her  picture, 
"It's  Love  Again,  I  Nearly  Let 
Love  Go  Slipping  Through  My 
Fingers,  with  Got  to  Dance  My 
Way  to  Heaven.  For  the  Rhumba 


and  Tango  lovers  let  me  recom- 
mend La  Bomba  and  My  Sombrero 
by  Xavier  Cugat.  For  any  infor- 
mation regarding  recordings  or 
recording  artists,  address  this  col- 
umn. Purple  Parrot  office,  Lunt 
Administration,  and  we'll  be  glad 
to  oblige. 


MOTHER  GOOSE 

Three  rodents  with  defective  eye- 
sight 

(Second  line  the  same  as  the  first) 

Perceive  the  strange  manner  in 
which  they  scamper. 

Ditto.   .   .   . 

They  are  pursuing  the  spouse  of 
the  Agriculturist. 

She  severed  their  extremities  with 
a  kitchen  utensil. 

During  the  entire  span  of  your 
living  career,  have  you  ever 
viewed  such  an  unusual  spec- 
tacle as 

Three  rodents  with  defective  eye- 
sight. 

— Bison. 


He  was  frightened  by  her  good- 
ness. She  seemed  so  young,  so  pure. 
He  wanted  to  kiss  her.  His  arm 
slowly  encircled  her  waist.  It  had 
taken  an  hour  to  get  so  far.  She 
was  not  of  his  world,  and  he  feared 
to  touch  her  wholesome  daintiness. 
But  one  kiss  from  her  and  he 
would  be  in  heaven.  Still  she  was 
a  good  girl.  He  finally  collected 
his  nerve  and  said,  "Alice,  dear- 
est, for  one  kiss  from  you  I  would 
buy  the  world." 

"Hell!"  said  she,  "and  back  on 
the  farm  I  did  it  for  apples." 
— State  Lion. 
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THE  THEATER 


The  not-quite-professional  per- 
formances that  invariably  preface 
the  regular  theater  season  are  once 
again  lighting  Chicago's  second- 
rate  houses.  The  Federal  Theater's 
negro  production  of  "Macbeth" 
and  the  Chicago  Group  Theater's 
production  of  Zoe  Akins'  "The 
Old  Maid"  serve  to  tide  over  sum- 
mer doldrums  to  fall  vigor,  al- 
though they  manage  to  do  very 
little  else  in  the  process. 

The  negro  "Macbeth"  is  only  a 
distant  relation  to  the  "Macbeth" 
that  is  taught  to  Professor  Brown's 
class  in  Shakespeare.  The  hocus- 
pocus  and  hi-de-ho  "Macbeth" 
that  adorns  the  stage  of  the  Great 
Northern  owes  more  to  Duke  El- 
lington and  Emperor  Jones  than 
it  does  to  the  Great  Bard.  Shake- 
speare had  his  bloody  moments, 
but  the  negroes  make  the  original 
Shakespearian  blood  look  like 
water  in  comparison  to  their  howl- 
ing, drum-beating,  hoodoo-voodoo 
interpretation.  The  blood  and 
thunder  would  have  been  all  right 
if  there  hadn't  been  a  little  too 
much  thunder  with  the  blood. 
With  off-stage  shrieks  of  "Voodoo 
voodoo!"  and  on-stage  bursts  of 
brandished  rifles,  all  of  which  is 
accompanied  by  a  colored  blues 
band,  the  negro  version  was  just 
a  little  noisy. 

The  Federal  Theater's  experi- 
ment does  not,  however,  deserve 
utter  condemnation.  Some  of  the 
jungle  scenes  effectively  catch  the 
quickened  tempo  of  Macbeth's  in- 
sanity, and  the  mood,  which  for- 
merly had  to  be  expressed  by  the 
lines  alone,  is  transmitted  by  beat- 
beat  music  and  looming  shadow. 
But  the  intensity  could  not  be  sus- 
tained, and,  instead  of  admitting 
to  the  honorable  defeat  of  a  few 
low  moments,  the  negroes  ampli- 


fied the  thunder  and  curdled  the 
blood.  The  moral  of  the  story  is 
that  some  restraint,  even  in  an  ex- 
travaganza, is  not  a  bad  idea. 

If  "Macbeth"  is  too  unre- 
strained, "The  Old  Maid"  is  so 
restrained  that  it  barely  manages 
to  get  going.  A  delicate  play  treat- 
ing a  delicate  subject  in  a  deli- 
cately Victorian  manner  is  the 
lukewarm  tea  that  Zoe  Akins  and 
the  Chicago  Group  Theater  have 
to  offer.  God  and  the  Group  The- 
ater may  know  why  this  play  won 
the  193  5  PuHtzer  Prize,  but  it  is 
a  question  that  baffled  the  small 
and  irresponsive  audience  that  at- 
tended the  night  I  did.  A  problem 
play  with  more  psychology  than 
dramatic  sanity,  "The  Old  Maid" 
portrays  the  moral  condemnation 
of  illegitimacy  which  was  part  and 
parcel  of  the  Victorian  code.  Miss 
Marian  Reed,  who  plays  the  part 
of  the  iconoclast,  has  large  sad  eyes, 
and  when  she  stood  before  her  ac- 
cusers, head  turned  slightly  to  the 
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side  to  ward  off  the  cruel  world's 
blows  and  hands  nervously  clutch- 
ing each  other,  she  had  an  un- 
happy resemblance  to  Zasu  Pitts 
in  her  more  soulful  moments. 
There  is  very  little  to  recommend 
the  Group  Theater's  "Old  Maid." 

Advice  to  freshmen:  There  is  a 
group  of  students  on  this  campus 
who  meet  and  put  on  plays  in 
what  is  known  as  the  University 
Theater.  In  the  next  couple  of 
days  when  you  will  be  advised  to 
buy  everything  from  a  gold  lined, 
bound,  and  inlaid  notebook  to  the 
third  mortgage  on  the  fraternity 
house,  put  aside  some  pennies,  kid- 
dies, for  the  University  Theater. 
I  have  no  professional  interest  in 
the  U.  theater  and  if  they  were 
to  start  giving  me  a  rake-off  they 
would  have  to  subtract  from  zero, 
yet  I  really,  sincerely,  honestly 
think  the  University  Theater 
worth  your  time  and  a  half  a 
dollar. 


"Harnish,  as  a 
brother  Beta,  I'll 
have  to  ask  you  to 
go  back  to  the 
house  and  get 
some   clothes   on." 
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Prexy  Meets  a  Brazen  "Pony"  on 
the  Steps  of  Deering  Library 

IMPOSSIBLE  INTERVIEW 

PREXY:  I  beg  your  pardon, 
but  are  you  a — er — hobby  horse? 

PONY:  Well,  yes  and  no.  I'm 
not  exactly  a  horse,  but  I  certainly 
am  a  hobby. 

PREXY:  A  very  unique  case  of 
interbreeding,  I  surmise.  I  should 
think  a  study  of  your  behavior 
would  prove  most  interesting, 
most  interesting. 

PONY:  Well,  that  depends. 
You  see,  it  isn't  my  behavior  that's 
so  remarkable;  you  should  study 
that  of  those  who  make  use  of  me 
— and  their  professors. 

PREXY:  Indeed!  Hmm.  Tell 
me — are  you  very  active  on  this 
campus? 

PONY:  I  should  say  so,  al- 
though it's  the  language  students 
who  ride  me  the  hardest.  But  you 
should  see  how  my  cousin  is  rushed 
— the  College  Outline  Series.  He 
is  monopolized  by  any  and  every 
department,  and  between  the  two 
of  us  we  pull  through  great  num- 
bers of  failing  students  who  lack 
time  or  brains  or  a  smart  frater- 
nity brother  to  help  them  out. 
Rather  commendable,  eh? 

PREXY:  Decidedly  not!  I  shall 
have  to  eject  you.  Of  course  there 
aren't  any  in  existence  now? 

PONY:  Oh  yes,  there  are — sev- 


eral of  them.  But  I'd  still  win  a 
popularity   contest   during   exams. 

PREXY:  Mm,  very  disgraceful 
state  of  affairs!  On  second 
thought,  I'll  set  about  instituting 
an  honor  system. 

PONY  (drily) :  I  hope  it  works 
as  well  here  as  it  does  at  Notre 
Dame.  Well,  good  day  to  you,  sir. 

PREXY  (abstractedly):  Hm? 
Oh,  yes — good  day. 

THE  CURSE  OF  THE  RUM- 
PLETWITS 

One  fine  spring  afternoon  in  the 
early  years  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury. Baron  Rumpletwit  was  spur- 
ring his  roan  mare  down  a  shad- 
owy path  on  his  country  estate. 
Suddenly  a  gypsy  woman,  old  and 
picturesque,  appeared  from  the 
underbrush  and  grasped  his  bridle. 
The  baron  casually  tossed  her  a 
shilling. 

"Only  a  shilling?"  screamed  the 
hag.  "Only  a  shilling?  Curse  ye 
for  your  parsimony,  Baron  Rum- 
pletwit! Curse  ye  and  your  son 
and  your  son's  son,  and  every  child 
born  in  your  castle  to  the  seventh 
generation!  The  gypsy's  curse  be 
upon  ye!" 

The  baron  paid  no  attention 
and  cantered  cheerfully  home. 
Little  did  he  dream  of  the  future 
that  was  in  store  for  his  descend- 
ants. From  then  on  the  castle  was 
mantled  with  the  dread  shadow  of 
the  curse  of  the  Rumpletwits. 

The  baron  lived  on  to  a  con- 
tented old  age.  His  son  and  his 
son's  son  also  lived  peacefully  and 
happily  till  they  died  of  old  age. 
And  so  it  went  for  six  generations. 

The  seventh  descendant  of  the 
old  baron,  Luth  Rumpletwit,  was 
a  handsome  lad,  popular  and  well 
liked  by  all  who  knew  him.  He 
was  brave  as  well,  and  had  no  fear 
of  the  dire  curse  of  the  Rumple- 
twits.   In    fact,    he    hadn't    even 


heard    of    the    dire    curse    of    the 
Rumpletwits. 

Luther  Rumpletwit,  too,  died 
of  old  age.  The  gypsy  was  sore  as 
hell. 

— Lampoon. 

They  had  been  sitting  in  the 
swing  in  the  moonlight  alone.  No 
word  broke  the  stillness  for  half  an 
hour  until — 

"Suppose  you  had  money,"  she 
said,  "what  would  you  do?" 

He  threw  out  his  chest  in  all 
the  glory  of  young  manhood, 
"I'd  travel!" 

He  felt  her  warm,  young  hand 
slide  into  his.  When  he  looked  up 
she  was  gone.  In  his  hand  was  a 
nickel! 

— Traveler. 

A  recent  survey  shows  that 
while  beer  will  make  you  fat,  ale 
will  make  you  lean.  Well,  it  affects 
different  people  different  ways. 
Ourselves,  we  fall  right  down. 
— froth. 
S 

Teacher  (warning  her  pupils 
against  catching  cold) — I  had  a 
little  brother  seven  years  old,  and 
one  day  he  took  his  new  sled  out 
in  the  snow.  He  caught  pneu- 
monia, and  three  days  later  he 
died. 

Voice  from  the  rear — Where's 
his  sled? 

—Log. 

"Do  you  college  boys  waste 
much  time?" 

"Oh,  most  girls  are  reasonable." 
— Colgate  Banter. 

Mae — "Bob  gave  me  some  lip- 
stick for  my  birthday  because  he 
took  it  off  every  date  we  had." 

June  (absent  mindedly) — "He 
gave  me  bloomers." 

— Lafayette  Lyre. 
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(Continued  from  Page  13) 

but  embarrassing  incident  this 
summer.  Fred  was  made  Captain 
of  the  Guard.  (Beach  Guard). 
He  was  very  conscientious  about 
his  work  and  insisted  that  the 
other  athletes  be  hkewise.  Also, 
Fred  cut  quite  a  figure  with  the 
ladies.  The  other  guards  could  not 
see  why  Fred  should  get  so  worked 
up  over  a  little  thing  like  getting 
to  work  on  time,  so  they  ganged 
up,  caught  him  fully  clothed,  and 
cast  him  unceremoniously  into  the 
lake  before  the  very  eyes  of  many 
of  his  feminine  admirers. 

Fig  Newton,  technical  adviser 
to  Fred  Trenkle,  the  King  of 
Howard  Street,  believes  in  saving 
up  for  a  rainy  day,  so  accordingly 
was  keeping  a  girl  on  the  near 
North  side  in  reserve  in  case  his 
romance  with  Jean  Lux  went  on 
the  rocks.  Imagine  his  embarrass- 
ment when  he  discovered,  quite  by 
accident,  that  his  figurative  spare 
tire  was  to  be  wed  this  September. 

And  now  for  our  Portly  Pan- 
dora, Jerry  Flanigan.  We  have 
come  to  spike  an  ugly  rumor.  No 
matter  what  you  hear,  Jerry  was 
not  in  the  Keely  Institute  this 
summer.  The  period  of  his  ab- 
sence was  occupied  with  a  rushing 
trip  to  some  God-forsaken  spot, 
Iowa,  we  think.  However,  he  did 
take  sort  of  a  left-handed  Keeley 
cure  when  a  gentleman  of  the 
noted  medical  profession  bade  him 
forego  the  nosepaint.  Flannels 
also  courted  Marge  Kelley  a  bit 
this  summer,  but  it's  nothing 
serious. 

You  must  surely  know  Bobby 
Detweiler,  the  Tri-Delt  charmer, 
and  Johnson  Beyers.  As  early  as 
last  spring  they  were  very  much 
attached.   Even  then   a   story  was 


circulating  that  Johnson,  through 
a  family  arrangement,  was  en- 
gaged to  a  girl  who  was  studying 
in  Europe,  and  that  he  had  slipped 
a  ring  on  that  all-important  fin- 
ger. Such  was  the  case.  The  lass 
returned,  and  Johnson  found  him- 
self in  a  rather  ticklish  spot.  One 
bright  day,  with  tongue  in  cheek 
and  fingers  crossed,  he  approached 
Bobby  and  told  her  that  he  was 
going  to  Wisconsin  with  some 
friends,  while  in  reality,  he  was 
to  accompany  the  ring-bearer  to 
her  summer  home.  The  girl  is  to 
make  her  debut  and  come  out  of 
the  woods  (not  the  back  woods) 
in  September,  so  she  must  have 
something.  In  his  absence,  Bobby 
found  out  about  the  whole  thing. 
When  Beyers  returned,  he  was 
confronted  with  the  villainous 
story.  He  shamefacedly  admitted, 
but  protested  that  he  was  through 
with  the  deb  forever,  and  loved 
only  Bobby.  However,  the  other 
gal  still  has  the  ring,  and  it's  any- 
body's ball  game. 

In  the  midst  of  all  these  love 
altercations,  it  is  stimulating  to 
the  soul  to  know  that  the  Bend- 
er-Williams Amalgamation,  like 
Time,  marches  on. 


"Hey,  Zeke,  ya  got  ya  shoes  on 
wrong,  ya  got  the  right  one  on 
tha  left  foot." 

"My  Gosh,  they  been  thataway 
fer  twenty  years;  I  thawt  I  was 
club  footed." 

—Log. 


Lilies  are  white, 

Violets  are  purple; 
Poppies  are  trite. 

But  Four  Roses  gurgle. 

—Log. 


It  was  the  first  date. 

"Cigarette?" 

"No  thank  you.  I  don't  smoke." 

"Let's  go  down  to  the  Ship  for 
a  few." 

"I'd  rather  not.  I  never  touch 
liquor." 

"Well  let's  go  out  on  the 
heights  for  a  while." 

"No  please  don't.  I  want  to  go 
out  and  do  something  exciting, 
something  new." 

"OK.  Let's  go  out  to  the  Dairy 
Building  and  milk  hell  out  of  a 
couple  of  cows." 

— The  Cornell  Widow. 

Coming  upon  a  football  which 
the  farmer's  son  had  brought  back 
from  school,  the  rooster  promptly 
called  the  hens  around  him.  "Now, 
ladies,"  he  said  diplomatically,  "I 
don't  want  to  appear  ungrateful, 
or  raise  any  unnecessary  fuss,  but 
I  do  want  you  to  see  what's  being 
done  in  other  yards." 

— Wampus. 

The  confident  young  man 
stopped  in  the  apartment  house 
hallway  to  call  through  the  tele- 
phone, "Hello,  baby,"  he  said, 
"This  is  Gideon." 

"There's  so  much  noise  on  the 
line  I  can  scarcely  hear  you," 
came  the  voice  of  a  gal  on  the 
other  end  of  the  line.  "Who  did 
you  say  it  was?" 

"Gideon,  honey.  G  for  gin,  I 
for  ice,  D  for  drinking,  E  for  ex- 
cess, O  for  orey-eyed  and  N  for 
necking.  Get  that,  honey?" 

"Well,"  answered  the  gal,  "not 
all  of  it,  but  come  right  on  up 
anyhow." 

—Pup. 

"What's  your  name?" 
"I  don't  know,  but  I'm  beauti- 
ful." 

— Froth. 
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FANFARE 

(Couthined  from  Page  7) 

Third  thing  that  any  columnist 
should  do  is  give  advice  to  Fresh- 
men. Our  first  remarks  will  be 
directed  to  the  incoming  Freshman 
girls. 

Now,  kids,  your  first  sorority 
duty  after  you  get  through  the 
horrors  of  rushing  will  be  to  at- 
tend what  is  known  as  an  open 
house.  By  this  we  do  not  mean 
a  house  with  the  front  and  back 
doors  and  the  windows  open;  open 
house  is  a  peculiar  adaptation  of 
the  recognized  term  for  free  beer. 
It  is  an  ancient  custom  among  N. 
U.  sisterhoods. 

The  idea  of  the  ceremony  is  this. 
Each  sorority  picks  an  afternoon 
when  it  figures  that  no  other  house 
will  be  at  home.  Of  course  each 
house  finds  that  its  bitterest  rival 
for  the  intersorority  sing  cup  is 
having  one  the  same  day,  but  that 
doesn't  alter  the  procedure  in  the 
least.  You  will  be  groomed, 
combed  and  curried,  then  you  will 
be  inspected  by  the  deputy  Sylla- 
bus queen  promoter.  An  assistant 
will  then  lead  you  to  the  block. 

Hundreds  of  leering  faces  will 
look  you  over  from  hip  to  foot 
as  you  are  brought  down  the  stairs. 
If  you  have  ever  worked  at  the 
Silver  Slipper  or  the  Club  Elgin, 
you  will  know  exactly  how  to 
handle  the  situation  because  the 
set  up  is  the  same  except  that  there 
is  no  dime  involved  save  maybe  a 
dime  for  the  check  room  at- 
tendant. 

Some  one  will  soon  take  a  gan- 
der at  you.  He  will  go  to  the  chief 
promoter,  if  he  is  up  on  his  Emily 
Post,  and  say,  "Hey,  who's  the 
blonde  babe  over  there?"  (This 
speech  will  vary  from  time  to 
time.  Often  the  word  "brunette" 
or  "red  head"  will  be  substituted. 


depending  on  what  color  hair  you 
have  at  the  time  of  course.) 

The  chief  promoter  will  say, 
"Why  that's  Mary  Jo  Macalusco, 
one  of  our  new  pledges.  She's  a 
swell  kid,  you  can  take  my  word 
for  it." 

Then  the  wolf  will  say,  "Yah, 
I'd  like  tu  waltz  her  around  a 
coupla  measures." 

Introductions  will  be  performed 
and  your  social  life  at  Northwest- 
ern will  begin. 

The  next  big  headache  for  you 
will  be  fraternity  pins.  Of  course 
they  are  always  a  problem  for  you 
kids,  but  we  mean  just  learning 
what  the  diflferent  ones  stand  for. 

For  instance,  the  first  lad  you 
dance  with  may  be  sporting  a  gold 
pin.  The  design  may  be  a  dragon 
with  fire  spouting  from  his  nos- 
trils, pearls  drooling  from  his 
mouth  which  spell  the  words, 
"Iota  Goata,"  the  lamp  of  knowl- 
edge under  one  ear  and  seven  stars 
in  a  field  of  ragweed  on  his  side. 
There  may  be  other  emblems,  uni- 
corns, gas  pumps,  a  bronze  head  of 
Benny  Goodman,  ox  yokes, 
knights  in  armour — but  the  main 
thing  is  that  when  you  see  some- 
thing like  this  emblazoned  on  the 
young  man's  stomach,  you  want 
to  know  what  it  stands  for. 

You  say,  "Well,  you  certainly 
belong  to  a  good  house  all  right." 
He  will  be  proud  and  pleased  and 
won't  stop  to  ask  himself  whether 
you  have  any  idea  which  one  it  is. 
He  says,  "Well,  we  think  so." 
Don't  become  discouraged  if  you 
don't  get  the  information  right 
away.  Just  keep  egging  him  along, 
telling  him  what  a  great  guy  he 
must  be  to  get  into  an  outfit  like 
his  and  finally  when  he  can't  stand 
it  any  longer  he  will  bust  out  and 
say,    "Yes,   sir,    old   Unicorn    Ata 


Oata  has  stood  on  top  for  many 
years."  Then  you  know. 

If  U.  A.  O.  is  a  top  house,  you 
start  fishing  around. 

"Gee,"  you  say,  "Gee,  formals 
and  big  dances  here  must  be  kind 
of  stilted  and  dull.  I  don't  know 
whether  I  will  be  able  to  stand  the 
gaff.  I  just  like  to  have  a  good 
time  without  any  frills. 

He  will  say  he  thinks  that  is  the 
bunk  too  and  will  allow  as  how 
you  must  be  regular  if  you  don't 
live  for  stuff  like  that. 

"Live  for  it?  Live  for  it,  I  doubt 
if  I  could  live  through  it,"  you 
say. 

He  will  think  how  diflferent  you 
are  from  the  average  society  mad 
co-ed  and  the  first  thing  you 
know,  he  will  undertake  to  steer 
you  through  your  first  big  social 
function,  the  Navy  Ball.  From 
then  on  you  will  be  booked  for  all 
of  the  parties  with  his  fraternity 
brothers. 

Freshmen  boys  don't  need  so 
much  advice.  For  them  there  are 
more  paths  to  success  open.  For 
them  such  things  as  the  open  house 
and  the  slave  block  are  a  lark — 
picturesque  customs  and  a  lot  of 
fun  at  that.  But  the  lad  has  his 
tribulations,  too. 

He  slides  into  the  open  house, 
grabs  the  most  promising  looking 
doll  in  the  place  and  starts  keeping 
time  to  the  music.  He  is  in  heaven. 
Never,  he  says  to  himself,  has  he 
felt  so  light  and  rhythmic  a  bun- 
dle of  charms  in  his  bearlike 
clutch.  Hot  dog,  this  is  his  idea 
of  college. 

Then  he  feels  the  sting.  Ah,  the 
bitter  curse  of  the  pledge.  Just  as 
he  has  succeeded  in  getting  to  the 
point  where  the  dream  announces 
that  she  doesn't  like  social  func- 
tions, some  one  taps  him  on  the 
back.  When  he  recovers  his  bal- 
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ance,  he  finds  himself  staring  into 
the  cold,  impassive  features  of  the 
president  of  his  house  whose  girl 
he  has  been  squiring. 

On  Monday  night  next  he  again 
feels  the  sting.  He  learns  from  the 
greatest  teacher  of  them  all — the 
Almighty  paddle — the  difference 
between  the  fraternal  badge  when 
it  is  reposing  on  the  chest  of  a 
brother  and  when  it  is  pinned  to 
the  folds  of  a  tafFeta  semi-formal. 

So  much  for  the  Town  Hall 
news.  From  time  to  time  we  will 
revert  to  the  topics  taken  up  here, 
taking  up  the  different  phases  of 
the  social  swirl — the  five  major 
scuffles  and  all  that — asking  advice 
from  the  freshman,  reporting 
events  of  human  interest,  without 
names,  and  guiding  thought  in 
current  affairs. 

We  will  undertake  to  review 
Loop  stage  attractions  in  a  depart- 
ment called  "The  Cotters  Satur- 
day Night  on  South  State  Street"; 
outstanding  night  spots  in  a  sec- 
tion headed  "Indiana  Avenue 
Next  Stop."  We  will  review  events 
and  give  you  the  low  down  on  the 
Bohemian  quarter  in  a  department 
entitled  "A  Trip  to  Fairyland."  In 
fact  we  mean  to  touch  upon 
everything  from  politics  to  pul- 
chritude. 

Meanwhile,  Yallah. 

Temperance  lecturer:  "And  in 
conclusion,  my  dear  fellow  citi- 
zens, I  will  give  you  a  practical 
demonstration  of  the  evils  of  the 
Demon  Rum.  I  have  two  glasses 
here  on  the  table;  one  is  filled 
with  water  and  the  other  with 
whiskey.  I  will  now  place  an  angle 
worm  in  the  glass  of  water,  see 
how  it  lives,  squirms,  vibrates  with 
the  very  spark  of  life.  Now  I  will 
place  a  worm  in  the  glass  of  whis- 
key, see  how  it  curls  up,  writhes 


in  agony  and  then  dies.  Now, 
young  man,  \vhat  moral  do  you 
get  from  this  story?" 

Delt  —  "If  you  don't  want 
worms,  drink  whiskey." 

— Frivol. 
Si 

When  Rae  returned  from  her 
date,  her  mother  noticed  that  one 
of  her  shoes  was  muddy. 

"What  makes  your  right  shoe 
muddy  and  not  your  left?"  she 
asked. 

"I  changed  my  mind,"  she  said 
simply. 

—?up. 

Where  did  you  get  the  black 
eye? 

In  the  war. 
What  war? 
The  boudoir. 
— University   Mo.    Showine. 
S 

The  Maiden  (tragically):  "Stop, 
this  can't  go  on." 

The  Man  (soothingly:  "Very 
well.  We'll  try  a  larger  sized  shoe." 
— Exchange. 

He  took  her  gently  in  his  arms 
And  pressed  her  to  his  breast. 
The  lovely  color  left  her  cheek 
And  lodged  on  his  full  dress. 
■ — Exchange. 
■J* 
Dumb:  Are  you  yawning? 
Dora:    No,   I'm  giving  a  silent 
Indian  war  whoop. 

— Aggievator. 

"I'se  just  been  bit  by  a  dog  and 
I'se  worried.  I  hear  whenever  a  dog 
bites  you,  whatever  the  dog  has, 
you  get." 

"Boy,  then  you  has  a  right  to 
worry." 

"Why?" 

"That     dog     just     had     eleven 


pups 


t" 


-Pup. 


Two  deaf  old  folks  met  at  a 
reunion  and  were  talking  about 
their  childhood.  Said  the  old  lady 
to  the  old  man:  "Do  you  remem- 
ber how  we  used  to  play  together 
when  we  were  young,  and  how  I 
used  to  spank  you  when  you  didn't 
behave?" 

"Heh?  Oh,  yes,  you  would 
hardly  recognize  the  old  place, 
would  you? 

— Carnegie  Puppet 

FAREWELL 
You   can    keep    every    kiss    that   I 
gave  you. 
You    can    keep     every     golden 
caress. 
You    can    keep    all    the    tricks    I 
taught  you 
And   the   stories  you   made   me 
confess; 
You  may  keep  whatsoe'er  you  care 
to, 
My  loving — and  the  parties  we 
threw — 
But,   please — give   me   back   what 
I'm  missing — 
The  cold  cash  I  wasted  on  you. 


A  young  lady  was  called  out  of 
bed  one  morning  at  5  a.  m.  The 
following  dialogue  ensued: 

Voice — Hello! 

Lady — Hello. 

Voice — How  are  you  this  morn- 
ing? 

Lady — All  right. 

Voice — Then  I  guess  I  must 
have  the  wrong  number. 

— Widow. 


Preacher:  Young  man,  don't 
you  know  you  will  ruin  your 
stomach  by  drinking? 

Inebriate:    Oh,  thash   all  right; 
it  won't  show  with  my  coat  on. 
— Exchange. 
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INTRODUCING     THE     PROFESSOR         (Continued  from  ?ageU) 


on  the  beat. 


and  thought. 


About  four  A.  M.  the  door  bell  rang  and  in  walked   O'Leary,  the 


"I  thought  mebbe  as  how  I  could  be  helping  ye,"   he  volunteered  in  the  rough  manner  typical  of  the 
man  who  has  not  gone  to  college. 

Sir  Reginald  smiled.  The  conceit  of  the  Irishmen. 

"Oh,  rawther.  Go  right  ahead." 

O'Leary  walked  up  to  the  body;  then  knelt  down  beside  it. 

"Watch   that  you  don't  disturb  anything,"  cautioned  the  bureau  director. 

Disregarding  the  advice,  O'Leary  shook  the  body  by  the  shoulders,  shook  it  hard. 

The   professor   sat   up,   scrowled   at   the   upset   library  and  the  mob  of  detectives,  and  picked  up  the 
spilled  bottle  of  red  ink.  "It  seems  a  pity  that  a  man  can't  take  a  nap  in  his  own  home  without  being 

disturbed.  Mr.  President,  I  shall  resign." 


PARABLE 

It  came  to  pass,  one  day  in  the 
reign  of  Solomon  the  Great,  that 
the  Queen  of  Sheba  brought  to  his 
court  one  hundred  University  stu- 
dents, fifty  male  and  fifty  female, 
and  she  caused  them  all  to  be 
dressed  alike  unto  each  other,  so 
that  one  could  not  tell  which  were 
the  men  and  which  the  women. 
And  the  Queen  of  Sheba  sayeth  to 
King  Solomon  the  wise,  "Here,  oh 
clever  ruler,  be  fifty  sorority  sis- 
ters and  fifty  freshman  men,  and 
they  be  dressed  alike  unto  each 
other,  so  that  by  looking  at  them 
one  can  not  tell  them  one  from 
the  other.  Now,  oh  king,  if  thou 
art  so  clever,  tell  me  as  thou  sit'st 


on  thy  throne,  which  be  which." 

And  so  began  Solomon  the 
Great,  "It  seems  there  was  once 
a  traveling  salesman  .  .  ."  and  he 
telleth  the  story  of  the  salesman 
to  the  hundred,  and  lo!  fifty  of 
the  group  smiled  knowingly,  while 
fifty  blushed  deeply. 

And  then  sayeth  Solomon  the 
wise,  "Guards  bring  forward  those 
who  blushed,"  and  they  did — and 
then  sayeth  the  king,  "Here, 
Queen,  be  your  fifty  freshmen." 
And  lo!  it  was  so. 

Such  was  the  wisdom  of  Solo- 
mon the  Great. 

—Ski-U-Mah. 


SCANDALOUS 
A  lobbyist  was  trying  his  pow- 
ers on  a  congressman  from  way 
out  thar.  "You  wouldn't  vote  for 
the  university  appropriation, 
would  you?"  he  leered.  "Wal," 
came  the  reply,  "I  guess  they 
learn  'em  all  right."  "But,  my 
good  man,  you  know  it's  co-edu- 
cational. Every  one  that  goes  in 
has  to  matriculate,  and  they  both 
use  the  same  curriculum.  And 
every  girl  has  to  show  her  thesis 
before  she  graduates!" 

— Exchange. 

Pocahontas:    "Yeah,    girls,    and 
then  he  tried  to  pull  a  fast  one — 
told  me  his  name  was  John  Smith." 
— The  Old  Line. 
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The  little  bundle  of  pink  flesh 
squirmed  as  the  adoring  mother 
laid  it  on  a  soft,  downy  blanket. 
Laughingly,  the  woman  leaned 
over  her  young  one's  chubby  feet. 
"This  little  piggy  went  to  market, 

And  this  little  piggy  stayed  at 
home. 
This  little  piggy  had  roast  beef. 

And—" 

"Get  the  hell   away  will  you," 
snarled  the  baby,  "that  tickles." 
— Froth. 

At  a  certain  college  in  the 
north  of  New  England  the  male 
students  were  not  permitted  to 
visit  the  resident  lady  boarders. 
One  day  a  student  was  caught  in 
the  act  of  doing  so  and  was  court- 
martialed. 

Said  the  Dean:  "Sir,  the  penalty 
for  the  first  offense  is  50  cents,  for 
the  second  $2.50,  for  the  third  $5, 
and  so  on  up  to  $15." 

In  solemn  tones  the  trespasser 
inquired:  "How  much  would  a 
season  ticket  cost?" 

— Jester. 

Aunt  Fannie — Aren't  you  go- 
ing to  say  the  blessing,  dear? 

Machine  Age  Child — This  food 
is  coming  to  you  through  the 
courtesy  of  God  Almighty. 

—Bored  Walk. 

"So  you've  been  to  college,  eh?" 

"Yeah." 

"How  high  can  you  count?" 

"One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six, 
seven,  eight,  nine,  ten,  jack,  queen, 
king." 

— Puppet. 

The  nurse  entered  the  profes- 
sor's room  and  said  softly,  "It's  a 
boy,  sir." 

The  professor  looked  up  from 
his  desk.  "Well,"  he  said,  "what 
does  he  want?" 

— Purloined. 


Active:  "Hey,  freshman,  what 
the  hell's  the  idea  of  running  the 
other  way  when  I  call  you?" 

Quick  thinking  pledge:  "The 
echoes  in  this  big  house  are  so  con- 
fusing." 

— Smw  Dial. 

EPITAPH 
Four  Brandies 
Three  Ryes 
Two  Scotches 
One  Bier. 

— State  Lion. 

A  gorgeously  -  dressed  young 
man  walked  into  a  florist  shop. 

"Do  you  send  flowers  away?" 
he  lisped  timidly. 

"Yes,"  the  clerk  replied,  "we 
send  flowers  anywhere." 

"Well,  then  send  me  home,  I'm 
a  pansy." 

— Exchange. 
.^ 

The  theatre  was  crowded  and  a 
devoted  couple  had  been  foi-ced  to 
accept  single  seats.  The  young 
lady  didn't  care  at  all  for  the  ar- 
jrangement  and  tried  to  remedy 
matters.  It  occurred  to  her  that 
her  neighbor  might  be  willing  to 
exchange  seats  with  her  fiance. 

Accordingly,  she  leaned  over 
and  whispered:  "Pardon  me,  are 
you  alone?" 

The  meek  little  man  gave  no 
sign  of  having  heard,  so  she  re- 
peated her  question  a  little  louder. 
Still  no  answer,  and  she  tried 
again. 

At  that,  the  little  man  turned 
shghtly  toward  her,  keeping  his 
eyes  upon  the  stage. 

"Cut  it  out,"  he  whispered  sav- 
agely. "My  whole  darn  family's 
here." 

— Growler. 
St 

If  you  are  caught  in  hot  water, 
be  nonchalant;  take  a  bath. 
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Freshman:    Yeah,  I  know  she's 
awful  smart  because  every  time  I 
ask  her  for  a  date,  she  has  to  study. 
— The  Green  Gander. 

Many  a  farmer  makes  hay  while 
the  sun  shines  so  he'll  have  a  place 
to  neck  when  the  moon  shines. 
■ — TJje  Reserved  Red  Cat. 

Bedroom  Slippers  Song — "Goin' 
to  Heaven  on  a  Mule." 

Lingerie  Song — "I  Wouldn't 
Change  You  for  the  World, 
Dear." 

Suspender  Song — "It  All  De- 
pends on  You." 

Song  of  the  Girdle— "Hold 
Me." 

Gambler's  Song  —  "My  Para- 
dise." 

Mule  Song— "I  Get  a  Kick  Out 
of  You." 

Bathtub  Song — "Once  in  a 
Lifetime." 

Song  of  the  Model  "T"— 
"Rockin'  and  Rollin'." 

Firestone's  Song — "Tired." 

Corpse  Song — "I'll  Never  Say 
Never  Again." 

Swedish  National  Anthem  — 
"Stay  as  Swede  as  You  Are." 

Wrist  Watch  Song — "Time  on 
My  Hands." 

Negro  Spiritual — "Black  Bot- 
tom." 

Song  of  the  False  Teeth — 
"Come  Out  Tonight." 

Golfer's  Song — "Tee  for  Two." 

Grave  Digger's  Song  —  "Five 
Feet  Two." 

Song  of  the  Dandruff — "Over 
My  Shoulder." 

—Pel  Mel. 

"Last  summer  I  had  my  hand 
taken  off  at  the  wrist — by  an  axe." 

"That's  nothing.  I  had  my  hand 
taken  off  at  the  knee — by  a 
woman." 


Scene:  The  backwoods  of  Ten- 
nessee. Two  backwoodsmen  knock 
on  door  of  cabin. 

1st  Illiterate: "Howdy,  Joe;  me 
and  Ed  just  found  the  body  of  a 
dead  man  over  there  in  the  holler, 
and  we  thought  maybe  it  was 
you." 

2nd  Tennesseean:  "What'd  he 
look  like?" 

1st:  "He  was  about  your  build, 
and — " 

2nd:  "Did  he  have  on  a  flannel 
shirt?" 

1st:  "Yup." 

2nd:  "With  red  and  white 
checks?" 

1st:  "No,  it  was  plain  grey." 

2nd,  closing  the  door:  "Nope, 
it  wasn't  me."  — Log. 

Drunk  (looking  down  at 
moon's  reflection  in  water) :  "Say, 
what's  that  I  see  down  there?" 

Cop:  "It's  the  moon." 

Drunk:  "Well,  how  in  hell  did 
I  get  way  up  here?" 

—Widow. 

(With  apologies  to  Joyce  Kilmer) 
I  wish  that  I  could  some  day  see — 
A  Phi  Gam  sober  as  could  be. 
Or  else  a  Beta  with  a  date. 
Or  even  one  who'd  stay  out  late. 
Or  a  Sig  Alf  who  didn't  believe  in 

necking 
And    only   went    in    for    a    little 

petting. 
Or   maybe    a    Sig    Chi    in    tacky 

clothes. 
These   things   could   happen — no- 
body knows. 
But  if  they'd  ever  come  to  pass 
I  sure  would  be  one  baffled  lass! 
— Kansas  Sour  Owl. 

Plumber — I've  come  to  fix  the 
old  tub  in  the  kitchen. 

Son — ^Mama,  here's  the  doctor 
to  see  the  cook. 

— Drexard. 


WOMEN  I  CAN'T  STAND 

1.  The  modern  miss  who  treats 
you  as  an  equal  and  likes  to  talk 
with  perfect  frankness  about  the 
most  intimate  subjects. 

2.  Those  who  say,  "It  may  be 
narrow-minded  of  me  but  ..." 

3.  Those  who  smile  sweetly  at 
you  across  the  table  and  gently 
murmur,  "A  penny  for  your 
thoughts." 

4.  The  girl-athlete  who  crushes 
you  with  her  commanding  self- 
assurance. 

5.  Those  who  spend  your  time 
narrating  at  length  about  their 
amazing  capacity  for  consuming 
liquor. 

6.  The  sophisticated  woman 
who  knows  what  it's  all  about  and 
regards  all  men  as  potential  lechers 
to  be  humored,  but  kept  in  their 
place. 

7.  Those  who  laugh  at  every- 
thing in  a  high  trilling  note.  Hee, 
hee,  hee,  hee. 

8.  The  clever  girl  who  inter- 
rupts your  speech  with  gems  of 
calculated  wit. 

9.  Those  whose  vocabularies  are 
limited  to  one  or  two  words  such 
as  "darling"  or  "sweet"  or  "cute." 

10.  Female  Svengalis  who  stare 
steadily  and  frankly  into  your 
eyes  whenever  they  speak. 

11.  All  others  who  try  to  be 
other  than  what  they  are  and 
there  aren't  any. 

— Record. 
jt 

Chirp  a  tune  of  college  days, 

A  closet  full  of  jugs, 
Four  and  twenty  actives 

Snoozing  on  the  rugs. 
When  four  years  are  over, 

The  gents  begin  to  smirk, 
For  their  papa  tells  them 

They'll  have  to  go  to  work. 
—Bored  Walk. 


FRESHMAN   ISSUE 

Advertisement  for  a  well- 
known  automobile:  "After  night- 
fall, the  most  important  thing  in 
the  car  is  the  clutch."  And  the 
breaks,  we  say,  "THE  BREAKS." 
— fainter. 

According  to  scientists  the 
Capybara  which  sometimes  attains 
a  length  of  four  feet,  is  the  larg- 
est of  all  rodents. 

Aside,  of  course,  from  campus 
politicians. 

— Columns. 

Little     Miss     Muffet     decided     to 
rough  it 
In     a     forest     quite     old     and 
primeval. 
A  rounder  espied  her  and  plied  her 
with  cider 
And     now     she's     the     forest's 
prime  evil. 

— Crawfish. 

"The  truly  perfect  composi- 
tion," lectured  a  professor  of  Eng- 
lish at  Harvard,  "embodies  an 
appeal  to  the  imagination,  has  in 
it  something  of  religion,  and  is 
besides,  for  these  modern  times, 
somewhat  risque." 

A  number  of  compositions  were 
submitted  by  the  class,  each  trying 
to  exemplify  these  salient  points. 
The  one  the  professor  considered 
the  best  he  read  to  the  class  at  the 
following  lecture.  It  began  thus: 
"  'My  God,'  said  the  Duchess, 
"take  your  hand  off  my  .  .  .  leg." 
— Exchange. 

"I  just  saw  a  beautiful  girl  hav- 
ing trouble  with  her  car  back  up 
that  country  road  aways." 

"Well,  why  didn't  you  stop  and 
ask  her  if  you  could  help?" 

"I  would  have,  but  darn  the 
luck,  I  don't  know  anything  about 
autos." 

— Punch  Bowl. 


ARE  YOU  SUPERSTITIOUS? 
Check    the    following    supersti- 
tions   if    you    possess    them.    The 
average  is  about  186^/^%: 

Superstition 
Do  you  believe: 

1.  In  miracles? 

2.  Good  luck  charms? 

3.  That  if  the  full  moon  is 
over  your  left  shoulder  you  will 
be  stuck  with  a  co-ed  the  follow- 
ing week-end? 

4.  In  ghosts? 

5.  In  the  "Daily  Northwest- 
ern?" 

6.  That  if  there  are  three  on  a 
match  the  last  person  is  more  than 
likely  to  burn  his  fingers? 

7.  That  if  you  walk  under  a 
ladder  a  passerby  will  admire  you? 

8.  That  if  a  black  cat  crosses 
your  path  you  should  get  even  and 
cross  his? 

TEN  COMMANDMENTS  FOR 
COLLEGE  FRESHMAN, 
IN  LOVE 
L   Never  ask  a  girl  for  a  kiss, 
just  take  one — or  two. 

2.  Don't  love  two  when  one 
will  do. 

3.  Always  wet  your  lips  before 
you  kiss — the  lipstick  won't  smear 
—MUCH. 

4.  Don't  get  a  flat  tire  on  a 
lonely  road — running  out  of  gas 
is  much  cleaner. 

5.  Don't  cheat  unless  the  girl 
cheats,  too. 

6.  Don't  tell  dirty  jokes,  they're 
no  good  anyhow. 

7.  Don't  fall  for  blondes, 
they're  usually  brunettes  anyway. 

8.  Never  ask  a  girl  to  pay  the 
bill — she  might  do  it. 

9.  Always  start  in  the  bottom 
of   things— EXCEPT  IN   LOVE. 

10.  SOMETIMES,  when  a  girl 
says  NO  she  means  NO! 

— Reserve  Red  Cat. 
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Explanation 

Getting  to  sleep  in  a  fraternity 
house  before  2  A.  M. 

Crib  notes  in  an  exam. 

This  excludes  N.  U.  co-eds. 
(The  circulation  of  this  magazine 
isn't  as  good  as  it  should  be,  any- 
way.) 

Your  room-mate  coming  in 
sober  on  a  Saturday  night. 

A  college  hoodoo. 

This  superstition  began  to 
stimulate  the  sale  of  cigarette 
lighters. 

This  applies  only  if  you  are  a 
good-looking  blonde  and  the 
passer-by  is  a  college  boy.  The 
ladder  is  only  there  for  atmos- 
phere. 

This  is  what  is  known  as  the 
double-cross. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

He — Please. 
She— No! 

He — Just  this  once! 
She— No,  I  said! 
He — Aw  hell.  Ma,  all  the  rest 
of  the  kids  are  going  barefoot. 
— Malteaser. 

Mother — "Son,  I  don't  want  to 
see  you  going  around  with  that 
wild  girl  any  more." 

Son — "Aw  heck,  Ma,  she  ain't 
wild;  anybody  can  pet  her." 

— Humbug. 

First  Old  Maid:  "I  shiver  every 
time  I  think  of  a  handsome  young 
man  kissing  me." 

Second  Old  Maid:  "And  here  I 
been  thinking  you  had  St.  Vitus 
dance  all  these  years." 

— Texas  Ranger. 

New  Nudist  Song — "Red  Tails 
in  the  Sunset." 

—Pub. 
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Northwestern 
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ing awaits  you 
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VALUE  OF  EDUCATION 
"Lips    that    touch    wine    shall 
never   touch   mine,"   declared   the 
fair  co-ed.  And   after  she  gradu- 
ated  she   taught   school   for   years 
and  years  and  years  and  years. 
— Exchange. 
Si 
"So  he  is  a  reckless  driver?" 
"Say,  when  the  road  turns  the 
same   way   as   he   does,   it's   just   a 
coincidence." 

— Exchange. 
St 

Conversation  overheard  in 
chicken  incubator:: 

"Come  on,  fellows.  Let's  go. 
Last  one  out's  a  rotten  egg." 

— put  Panther. 

I  crept  up  the  stairs,  my  shoes  in 
hand, — 
Just  as  the  night  took  wing — 
And    I    saw   my   wife    four   steps 
above. 
Doing  the  same  darned  thing. 
— Alaska  Eskimo  Pie. 
Si 

Pa:  Well,  son,  how  are  your 
marks? 

Son:  They're  under  water. 
Pa:   What  do  you  mean  under 
water? 

Son:  Below  "C"  level. 

— Statelion. 
St 

Prof. — "I  love,  thou  love;  he, 
she,  it  love;  we  love,  you  love, 
they  love." 

Student — "What  a  helluva  tri- 
angle this  is  going  to  make." 

— Ram-Buller. 
St 

Eng.  Prof.:  "What's  the  differ- 
ence between  an  active  verb  and  a 
passive  verb?" 

Co-ed.:  "An  active  verb  shows 
action  and  a  passive  verb  shows 
passion." 

— Carolinian. 


"Yassah,"  said  the  little  colored 
boy,  "I'se  named  for  my  parents. 
Daddy's  name  was  Ferdinand  and 
Mammy's  name  was  Liza." 

"What's  your  name,  then?" 

"Ferdiliza." 

—Log. 
St 

PHI  PSI  WINS 
INTERFRATERNITY 
KNITTING  CONTEST 
Eggy     Custard     today     carried 
good  old  Phi  Psi  to  its  first  inter- 
fraternity  knitting  championship. 
Eggy  completed  his  sweater  in  two 
hours  without  dropping  a  stitch. 
His  knit  two  purl  one  was  beauti- 
ful    to     watch.     Ray     Light     of 
Lambda  Chi,  came  a  close  second 
but   good   old   Eggy    beat   off   his 
last  minute  rally  to  win  by  three- 
tenths  of  a  second. 

The  final  standings  were  as  fol- 
lows: 

Time 

1.— Phi  Psi 2  hrs. 

2. — Lambda  Chi   .  .2  hrs.,  0.3  see. 

3.— Phi  Delts 3  hrs.,  1.1  min. 

4. — Sigma  Nu.  .  .  .3.58  hrs.,  1  sec. 

5. — Delts 3  hrs.,  8.98  sec. 

6. — Greenshirts 5.718  hrs. 

—Pep. 
St 

Alpha  Phi:  Look  at  this  stun- 
ning engagement  ring  Dick  gave 
me  last  night. 

Kappa:  So  you  are  in  solitaire 
confinement  now. 

— The  Reserved  Red  Cat. 
St 

And    then    there    was    the    late 
John  Doe,  who  walked  up  to  the 
exchange  editoress  and  said,  "Say, 
do  you  want  to  hear  a  joke?" 
— Missouri  Showme. 

"S'funny,  I  always  thought  that 
the  Mississippi  Deltas  were  some 
of  our  fraternity  brothers  from 
the  south." 

— Voo  Doo. 
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PRESENTS  TO 

University  Men 

An  autumn  assortment  of  trimly  cut 
and  splendidly  tailored  articles  of  dress 
that  will  appeal  tremendously  to  those 
who  wish  to  pay  a  modest  price  for 
clothes  which  embrace  correctness, 
character,  originality,  and  excellence. 
Styled  over  nationally  famous  Finchley 
patterns  from  carefully  selected  worthy 
fabrics  and    offered   at  one   low  price. 
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CAMPUS  •  SPORTS  •  BUSINESS  SUITS 

OVERCOATS         TOPCOATS 

FULL  DRESS      TUXEDO 

• 

Hats  5^5,00      Shoes  m.OO      Shirts  32.00 
Sport  Coats  315.00         Slacks  38.00 

Neckwear  31.00 
Gabardine  AILweather  Coats  318.50 


jfincfjlep 


9  East  Jackson  Boulevard,  Chicago 
564  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 


Smoke  to  Your  Throat's  Content 

Many  smokers  have  chosen  Lucky  Strikes  simply  because 
they  taste  better.  Then  as  the  days  go  by  they  sense  that 
Luckies  make  smoother  going  for  their  throats — that  they 
are  a  Light  Smoke.  Certain  acids  and  other  heavy,  harsh 
irritants  naturally  present  in  all  tobacco  are  removed 
by  the  famous  process  —  It's  Toasted."  Only  Luckies 
are  "Toasted."  Smoke,  Luckies  to  your  throat's  content. 


OF   RICH,  RIPE-BODIED  TOBACCO -''''Dlf^ 


